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SIR, 

Y Name, as Publiflier^ 
of the following Mif-^ 
cellanies, I am fenfi-^ 
ble, is but a flight Recommen- ^ 
dation of them to the Publick ; I 
but the Town s 0^it\\o\s. ^ 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 



Dedication. 
them will beraifed,whenitfees 
them addrefs'd to Mr; Congreve. 
If the Patron is but known to 
have a Tafte for what is prefen-. 
ted to him, it gives an hopeful 
Idea of the Work 5 how much 
more, when He is an acknow- 
ledg'd Mailer of the Art He is 
defired to Favour > Your juft 
Succefs in the various tarts 
Poetry, will make Your Appro^ 
bation of the following Sheets 
a Favour to many Ingenious 
Gentlemen, whofe Modefty 
wants the Sandiori of fuch an 
Authority. Men of your Ta- 
lents 




The Dedicatwn, H| 
lents oblige the World, when 
they are ftudious to produce in 
others the Similitude of their 
Excellencies. Your great Dis- 
cerning in dittinguitliing the 
^ Charaders of Mankind, whiclij 
" is manifefted in Your Come-* 
dies, renders Your good Opi- 
nion a juft Foundation for the ^ 
Efteem of other Men. I know, I 
indeed, no Argument againfl: 
thefe Collections, in Compari- 
fon of any other lonjon has here-^ 
tofore Printed ; but that there 
are in it no Verfes of Yours : ^ 
^That gentle, free, and eafieFa- 
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The Dedkafiml 
cuky , which alfo in Songs^ and 
ftiort Poems, You poflefs above 
all: others, diftinguiflles it felf 
where-ever it appears. I cannot 
bi^t inftance Your inimitable 
JiQRIS, which excek, for Po- 
litenefs, fine Raillery, and court- 
ly ^atyr, any Thing we can meet 
with in any Language. 

Give me leave to tell You, 
that when I confider Your Ca- 
pacity this Way, I cannot e- 
nough Applaud the Gpodnefs 
of iYpur Mind, that has given 
Ip. few Examples of thefeSeve- 
under th^.Temptatioja of 

fo 
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7e Dedication. 
fi> great Applaufe, as the ill-na 
red World beftows on them, 
the' addrelTed without any Mix- 
^ tare of Your Delicacy. * 
I I cannot leave my Favourite 
DORIS^ without taking No- 
tice how much that fhoit Per- 
formance difcovers a True 
Knowledge of Life. ^ORIS 
is the Charafter of a Libertine 
k Woman of Conditionj and the 
^ Satyr is work'd up according- 
ly: For People of Quality arc 
feldom touched with any Re- 
prefentation of their Vices, but 
in a Light which makes them 
P^idiculous, A 4- K.*^ 




7 he Dedioatim 
As much as I Efteem You for 
Your Excellent Writings, by 
which You are an Honour to 
our Nation > I chufe rather^ as 
one that has paffed many Hap- 
py Hpurs with You, to cele- 
brate that eafie Condefcention 
of Mind, and Command of a 
pleafant Imagination, which 
give You the uncommon Praife 
of a Man of Wit, always to 
pleafe, and never to offend. No 
one, after a joyful Evening, 
can refled upon anExpreffion 
of Mr. Congre'ues^ that dwells 
upon him with Pain. 

In 



7he Dedication, 
In a Man capable of Exer- 

: ting himfelf any Way, this 
(whatever the Vain and lU-natu- 

' red may think of the Matter) 
is an Excellence above the 
f>righteft Sallies of Imagipation. 

The Refledion upon this 
moft equal, amiable, and cor- 
reft Behaviour, which can be 
obferved only by your intimate 
Acquaintance, has quite diver- 
ted me from acknowledging 
your feveral Excellencies as a 
Writer; but to dwell particular- 
ly on thofe Subjeds, would 
have no very good Effed upon 



The DeJkationi 
the following Performances of 
my Self and Friends : Thus I 
confefs to You, your Modefly is 
{pared only by my Vanity, and 
yet I Hope You will give me 
leave to indulge it yet further, 
in telling all the World, I am, 
with great Truth, 

SIR, 
Tom' mofi Obedient y and 
rnofi Humble Servant , 



JliCHARD Steele. 



THE 



.CONTENTS 

I 

t ^/ Prologue from Chaucer. 

I X By Mr. Pope. Page i 

4 JPjtftor^l. By we Author of the Amnynms iKerfes 

before Cato. E* ^ 

4n Bpijlle hy Mr. Philips. In Anfm§r a Friend 
who defired him to write upon the Death of King 
William. April 20, 1702. £• 
fo Air. Jeiyas. Occajion^d by the Sight of Mrs. Chec- 
^\Xidi% PiSture^ . By the Right Honourable the Coun- 

tefsofVf — p. 58 

Prologue^ defign'dfor Mr. D^^V lajl Play. fFrit- 

ten by feveral Sands. P- 
lj)ve*$ Relief. p. 42 

To Belinda. p. 43 

fi^Flavia:. • p. 44 

On NicoliniV leaving the Stage. Ibid. 
A Sigh. p. 4f 

The ^oth Ode of Amcreon. p. 47 

The 4f/i& Ode of Anacrcon. p. 48 

Upon a Company of bad Dancers to goodMuJick. p. 4p 
4n Imitation of a French Author. By another 
Hand. Ibid. 

A 



CONTENTS. 



A Soliloquy out of Italian. By the fame. Page f o 
Afranflation of the Story of Cippus returning toKomc 

to Triumph J taken Notice of by Valerius Maximus, 

out of the^ ifth Book of OvidV Metamorphofis. 

By the fame. p. yz 

A Hymn on Contentment, By Mr. Parnell. p. ^6 
Song. By the fame Hand, . p. 6i 

To a young Lady^ on her Tranflattgn of the Stoty of 

Phoebus and Daphne, from Ovid. By the fame 

Hand, p. 65 

Anacreontick. By the fame Hand, p. 64 

Prologue to the Univerftty of Oxford. Written by 

Afr. Tickell. Spoken by Mr, Chhcr. P- <5p 
Mary, ^een of France, to Charles Brandon, Duke 

of Suffolk. p. jz 

Upon the Toajls of the Hanover Club. By Mr, Phi- 

lips. ' p. 80 

7%e Lover's Prayer, P- 81 

Panthea. By Mr, Gay. P- ^5 

Araminta. A TQv:n Eclogue, By the fame Hand, p. 8p 
tVoman. p. pf 

The Court of Venus from Glaudian, being part of the 

Epithalamium on Honorius and Maria. By Mr. 

Etilden. p. 97 

On a Handfome Woman with a fine Voice ^ but very 

Covetous and, Proud. p . 1 04 

Verfes fent to a Lady^ with the Tragedy of Cato. p . i of 
The Spring. P- ^^7 

To a Painter upon his Drawing a Ladfs Pi^ure, p. 1 1 1 
Song. s p. Hi 

^ From 



CONTENTS. 

From Bion, Imitated. Page 1 14 

f^Ariihis, In Imitation of a Sonnet ^Milton, p. 1 16 
The Arrival ^/ Ulyfles in Ithaca. Being Part of the 
Xlllth Book e?/ HomcrV Odyflcs. By Mr. Pope. 

p. izo 

the Gardens of Alcinous, from the Seventh Book cf 
Honier'j bdyffes. By the fame Hand. p. 1 3f 

The Speech of Fluto to Proferpine, from the fecond 
Book of her Rape^ by Claudian. By Mr. Eufden, 

p. 138 

to the Author of Coilo. p. 145 

On fome Snow ihat melted on a Lady's Breaft. p. 1 44 
St.^uiizxi's Prayer. A f ale in\z¥ ontslnc^ Imitated. 

P- HS 

Srt> Mr. Congreve, occafiorid by his Comedy ^ called^ 
The Way of the World. By Mr. Steele, p. 1 6z 

Upon a beautiful Lady with CataraSs in both Eyes. 
By a Gentleman who has an Impediment in bis 
Speech. p. i(Sf 

From Sannazavius. p. 167 

Song. Ibid. 

To a Jealous Miftrefs. p. 169 

Thoughts occafioned by the Jight of an Original Painting 
of King Charles I. taken at the Time of his TryaL 
InfcfWd to the Right Honourable George Claf kc^ 
Efq-j one of the Lords Commifjioners of the Admi- 
ralty . By Mr. Tickell. p. 172 

A Fragment of a Poem upon Hunting^ By the fame 
Haid. p. 177 

A Thought on Eternity, p. 187 

To 



CONTENTS. 

Song. By the fame Hand. Page zp4 

^ Contemplation on Night. By Mr. Gay. p. ipj'^ 
A Hymn to Venus prom the Greek e?/ Sappho/ 

p. ^99 

' Part of the Fourth Book of Lucan. By Mr. TickelL 

p. joi 

Procejfion. A Poem on the Funeral of ^ueen 
Mary. Written in the Tear i6py. By Mr. Steele, 




THE 



THE 

Wl^E oi BATH 

HER 

PROLOGUE, 
From CHA U C E R 

By Mr. P O P £. 




THE ^ 

Wife oi B A T H 

HER 

PROLOGUE, 

From CHAUCER. 

[Eh old the Woes of MatritaonialLifc, 
And hear with RevVence tin erpc- 

rienc'd Wife! 
To dear-bought WMom give titc 

Credit due, 

And think, for once, a Woman teUs fon true. 
In all thcfe Triab I haw bom a Part i 
I was my felf the Scourge that caused the Smart 
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4 "POETICAL 

For, fince Fifteen, in Triumph have I led 
JPive Captive Husb^ds from the Church to Bed, 

Chrift favir a Wedding once, the Scripture fays. 
And faw but one, 'tis thought, in all his Days > 
Whence fome infer, whofe Confcience is too Euce, 
No pious Ghriftian ought to marry twice. 

But let them read, and folvc ipe, if fhey can. 
The Words addreft to the Samaritan: 
Five times in lawful Wedlock ihe was jQin'd j 
And fure the certain Stint was ne'er defin'd. 

Encreafe and multiply was Heav'ns Command, 
And that's a Text I clearly pnderitand. 
This too. Let Men their Sires and Mothers leave ^ 
And to their dearer Wives for ever cleave. 
More Wives than One by Solomon were try'd, 
Qr elfe the Wifeft of Mankind's bely'd. 

I've 



MISCELLANIES. 

IVc had, my felf, full many a merry Fit^ 
And truft in Heaven I may have many yet. 
For when my tranfitory Spouie, unkind 
Shall die, and leave his woflil Wife behind, 
rU take the next good Chriftian I can find. 

Paul^ knowing One cou'd never fcrvc our Turn, 
Declared 'twas better far to Wed, than Bum j 
There's Danger in aflcmbling Fire and Tow, 
I grant 'em that, and what it means you know. 
The fame Apoflle too has elfewhere own'd 
No Precept for Virginity he found : 
'Tis but a Counfel-— and we Women ftill 
Take which we like, the Counfel^ or our Will, 

I Envy not their Blifs, if He or She 
Think fit to live in perfe£t Chaflity, 
Pure let them be, and free from Taint of Vice 5 
I, for a few flight Spots, am not fo nice. 

B 5 Hea. 



H T O ET 1 C A L 

Hcav'n calk us different Ways, on thcfe befl»vrs . 
One proper Gift, another grants to thofe : 
Not ev'ry Man's oblig'd to fell his Store, 
And give up all his Subftance to the Poors 
Such as are perfe&, may, I can't deny) 
But by your Leave, Divines, fo am not I. 

Full many a Saint, fince firft the World begaxi, 
Liv'd an unfpotted Maid in fpite of Man : 
Let fuch (a God's Name) with fine Wheat be fed. 
And let us honeft Wives eat Barley Bread. 
For me, Til keep the Poft aflign'd by Heav'n, 
And ufethc copious Talent it has giv'nj 
Let my good Spoufe pay Tribute, do me Right, 
And keep an equal Reck'ning ev'ry Night > 
His proper Body is not his, but miricj 
For fo faid PauJy and PauV^ a found Divine. 

Know then, of thofe five Husbands I have had, 
I1\rce were juft tolerable, two were bad. 

The 



MISCEL LANIES. ^ 

[The three vttxt OM, but rich and food befid^ 
I And coil'd itioft piteoarty to pleaft thdt feHdC: 
I But fiuce their Wealth (the befl thty had) iiaioft, 
F The reft, without inUch Lofs, I cou'd rtfiglL 
Sure to be lov'd, \ tOok no HilB to pleiife, 
Yet had more Pleafure fir than they had £afc. 

*J»itfents flow*d in *pace : With Shoiv'rs of Gold, 
They made Oieir Court, like Juphet of old. 
If I but fmil'd, a fudden Yoifth they fouud. 
And a new Palfie feiz'd them when I frown'd. 

Yc Sov'reign Wives! give Ear, and utiderifend j 
Thus Ihall ye fpeak, Arid exerdfe Commarid. 
For never WaS It giv'ti to Mortal Mafi, 
I To lye fo boldly as we Womea can. 
j Foifwear the Pa£t, tho* fecfl with both his £yes, 
I And call your Maids to Wifnefe how he lies. 

Hark old Sir Paul (f Was thus 1 us'd to fay) 
I Whence Is Otit Kaighhour's Wife Co twAwTOA^^H^' 
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9 POETICAL 

Treated, carefi'd, whcre-e'cr Ihe's pleas'd to roam*--^ 
I fit in Tatters, and immur'd at home ! 
Why to her Houfe do'ft thou fo oft repair? 
Art thoufo Amorous? Is fhefo fair? 
If I but fee a Cou£b or a Friend, 
Lord! how you fweil,- ud rag&like any Fiend ! 
But you reel home, a drunken beaftly B^, 
Then preach tiU Midnight in yqttr ^fie Chairs 
Cry Wives afe falfe, and ev'ry Woman evil. 
And give up all that's Female to the Devil. 

If poor (you (ay) fhe drains her Husband's Purfej 
If rich, fhe keeps herPrieft, orfomething worfe^ 
If highly bom, intolerably vain; 
Vapours and Pride by turns poflcls h^r Brain: 
Now gayly Mad, now fowVly Splenatick, 
Freakilh when well, and ftetful when ihe's Sick. 
If fair, then Chaft ihe cannot long abide. 
By prefling Youth attacked on ev'ry fide, 
If foul, her Wealth the lufly Lover lures, 
Or elfc her Wit fome Fool-Gallant procures, 



I MISCELLANIES. 9 

Or eUe ihe Dances with becoming Grace, 
Or Shape excufcs thcPefisfts of Face. 
There fwims no Goofeib gray, but, foon or late, 
She £nds fome honeft Gander, for her Mate, 

Horfes {tko\iizj^.*2j^JI^^ Mcnmaytiy, 
And found fiifpcfted yfeffels ere they buy, . 
But Wives, a random Choice, untry'd they take 5 
They dream in Courtfliip, but in Wedlock wake. 
Theny nor 'till then, the Veil's remov'd away. 
And all the Woman glares in open Day. 

You tell me, toprefervc your Wife's good Grace, 
Your Eyes muft always languifh on my Face, 
Your Tongue with conftant Flatt'riesfeed my Ear, 
And tag each Sentence with. My Life! my Dear! 
If, by ftrange Chance, a moduli Blufli be i-ais'd, 
Be fure my fine Complexion muft be prais'd : 
My Garments always muft be new and gay, 
And Feafts ftill kept upon my Wedding-Day : 

Then 



16 TO ETIC AL 

Then mttft my Nurfe be pleased, andPavViteMiudi 
And cndlcfi Treats, atid endlefs Vifits paid. 
To a long Ttaln of Kindred, Friends, Allies; 
All this thou fay'ft, and all thou fay'ft arc Lies, 

On Jenkin too yott caft a fquihting Eye ; 
What ? can our Prentice raife your Jealoufie? 
Prelh are his ruddy Cheeks, his Forehead faif. 
And Uke the burnifh'd Gold his eurltng Mair. 
But clear that wrinkled Brow, and quit thy Sorrow, 
I'd fcorn your Prentice, Ihou'd you die to-morrow. 

Why arethyChefts all lockt? On whatDefign? 
Are not thy Worldly Goods and Treafuremine^ 
Sir, Fm no Fool: Norfhallyou, hy 'Hi. John^ 
Have Goods and Body to your felf alone. 
One you fhall quit — in fpight of both yourEycs—- ^' 
I heed not, I, the Bolts, the Locks, the Spies. 
If you had Wit, you'd fay, " Go where you will, 

Dear Spoufe, I credit not the Tales they tell. 

Take 



MISCELLANIES. ii 

« Take all the Freedoms of a married Life j 
" I knovr thee for a virtuous, faithful Wife, 

Lord ! When you have enough, what need you 
How merrily Ibever ^thers fare? 
Tho' all the Day I take and give Delight, 
Doubt not, fufl5cient will be left at Night. 
Tis but a juft and rational Defire, 
To light a Taper at a Neighbour's Fire. 

There's Danger too, you think, in rich Array, 
And none can long be modeft that are gay. 
The Cat, if you but finge her Tabby Skin, 
The Chimney keeps, and fits content within j 
But once grown fleek, will from her Comer run. 
Sport with her Tail, and wanton in the Sun j 
She licks her fair round Face, and frisks abroad 
To fliow her Furr, and to be Cattenvaw'd, 

Lo thus, my Friends, I wrought to my Dciircs 
Thefe three right Ancient Venerable Sires. 



1% POETICAL 

I told •«!!, 7^s you fay^ and thus you do »» 
And told 'cm faUe^ but Jenkin fworc 'twas trae. 
I, like a Dog, cou'd bite as well as whine j 
And firft complained, whene'er the Guilt was mine* 
I tax*d them oft with Wenching and Amours, • 
When their weak Legs fcarce dragg'd 'em out d{ 
Doors I 

And fwore the Rambles that I took by Nighty 
Were all to ipy what Damfels they bedight* 
That Colour brought me many Hours of Mirth i 
For all this Wit is giv'n us from our Birth : 
Heav'n gave to Woman the peculiar Grace 
To Ipin, to weep, and cully Human Race^ 
By this nice Condu£t and this prudent Coiu-Ie, 
ByMurmming, Wheedling, Stratagem andForcC| 
I ftill prevail'd, and wou'd be in the right. 
Or Curtain-Lefhires made a reftlefs Night- 
If once my Husband's Arm was o'er my Side, 
What? fo familiar with your Spoufe? I cry'd: 
I levied firft a Tax upon his Need, 
Then let him— —'twas a Nicety indeed ! 



MISCELLANIES. 13 

[Let all Mankind this certain Maxim hdd, 

[Many who will, our Sex is to be Sold! 

[With empty Hands no Taflels you can lurc^ 

rBot fuUbm Love for Gain we can endure: 

F«r Gold we love the Impotent and Old, 

And heave, and pant, and kifs, and cling for Goki. 

Yet with Embraces, Curies oft I mixt. 

Then kift again, and chid and raiPd betwixt. 

Well, I Baay make my Will in Peace, and 41^9 

For not one Word in their Arrears am 1. 

To drop a dear Diipute I was unable^ 

E,v*n tho' the Pope himfelf had fite at Tablc. 

But when my Point was gain'd, then thus I Q>okc, 

^ Billy ^ my dear! how flieepi/hly you look? 

Approach mySpoufe, and let me kifs thy Cheeky 
^ Thou fhould'ft be always thus, refign'd and meek ! 
S Of Job^s great Patience lince fo oft you preach, 
' Well fliou'd you pra£tife,whofo well can teach. 
^ -Tis fomcthing difficult I muft allow, 
^ But I, my (Jcareft, will inftnifi; you how, 

« Great 
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^ Great is the Blcfling of a prudent Wife, 
^ Who puts a Pferiod to Domeftick Strife! 
^ One of us two muft ruk, and ooc obey. 

And fincc in Man right Reafon bears the Sway/ 
LetthatfrailThing^weakWoman^haychcrway.J 
The Wives of s^ll our Race have ever rul'd 
Their tender Husbands, and their Paffions cool*d 
^ Fye, *ti$ unmanly thus to figh and groan > 
^ What? wou'd you have me to your felf alone? 
" Why take me Love ! take all and ev*ry port ? 
^ Here's your Revenge ! you love k at your Heaft 
^ Wou*d I vouchfefc to fell what Nature gave, 
^ You little think what Cuftom I cou'd have? 
But fee ! I*m all your own — nay hold— for Shame ! 
What means myDear — indeed — you are to blame 

Thus with my firfl three Lords 1 paft my Life] 
A very Woman, and a very Wife.* 
What Sums from thele firft Spoufes I coiJ*d raife. 
Procured 7oung Husbands in ray riper Days. 



. Tho' paft my Bloom, mt yet decajM was 1^ 
■IV^aacon and viM% ap4 chatia'd Ukc a Pye. ^ 
Hn Coimtry Daises moft I did exceU^ 
■Lnd fung as fw€Ct as Eveaing PkibmL ^ 
j To clear my Quail-pipe, and refrefh my Soul, 
Full oft I draio'd the Spicy Nut-brown Bowl 
Of lufcioua WioieSj that youthful Blood improve, 

warm the fweUang Veios to Feats of Love, 
Por 'tis a$ fure as Cold tngcnders Hailj H 
LLiqu'rifli Mouth muft have a Lecherous Tailj 
IWine lets bo Lover unrewarded go, ■ 
\ all true Cameflers by Expcneoce know, 

But ok goodGod$! whenever a Thought I ca;^ 
lOa all the Joys of Youth mi Beauty paft^ m 
I To find in Fleai^^ I have had my Part> fl 
ISdU warms u^ to th^ Bottom of my Hean- " 
■This wkked WcoM was, ©oec my dear DeKght i 
Uiom alLmyGwjui^fl^ all my CbarnB good night! 
iThe Flouc qodum*dj the beft thai mw I cm 
Is e'en to make my Markets of the Braa* 
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My fourth dear Spoufc was not exceeding (n 
He kcpt> *twas thought, a private Mife or two : 
But all that Score I paii^A^'how? youUl fay, 
Not with my Body, in a filtiiy way > > ■ 
But I (b drefl, and danc'd, and drank, and idi^ 
And View'd a Friend, with Eyes fo very kind. 
As ftunjg his Heart, and made his Marrow fiy 
With burning Rage, and frantic Jealoufie. 
His Soul, I hope, enjoys perpetual Glory, 
Foir here on Eaith I was his Purgatory. 
Oft, when his Shoe the moft fcverely wrung. 
He put on carelefs Airs, and fat and fung. 
How fore I gall'd him, only Heav'n cou'd kno^ 
And he that felt, and I that caus'd the Woe. 
He dy'd when laft from Pilgrimage I came. 
With other Goffips, from Jerufalenij 
And now lies buried underneath a Rood, " 
Fair to be feen, and rear'd of honeft Wood. 
A Tomb, indeed, with fewer Sculptures graced. 
Than that Mmfoluf Pious Widow plac'd, 

< 
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Or where infhrin'd the gce2it Darius lay j 
But Coft on Graves is meetly thrown away. 
The Pit fill'd up, with Turf we covered o'er. 
So blefs the good Man's Soul, I fay no more. 

Now for my fifth lov'd Lord, the laft andbcft j 
(Kind Heav'n afford him everlaftingReft) 
FuU hearty was his Love, and I can fhew 
The Tokens on my Ribs, in Black and Blue : 
Yet, with a Knack, my Heart he cou'd have won, 
While yet the Smart was fhooting in the Bone. 
How quaint an Appetite in Women reigns ! 
Free Gifts we fcom, and love what cofls us Pains; 
Let Men avoid us, and on them we leap % 
A glutted Market makes Provifion cheap. 

In pure good Will I took this jovial Spark, 
Of Oxford he, a moft egregious Clerk : 
He boarded with a Widow in the Town, 
A trufly Goflip, one Dame jflifon, 

C Full 



4^ull well the Secrets of my Soul {he knew, 

fetter tHaii e'er our Parifh Prieft cou'd do. 

To her I told whatever did befal j ■ 

Had but my Husband Pifl: againft a Wall, 

Or done a thing that might have coft his Life, 

She — and myNeice — and one more worthy Wife ; 

Had known it all : What moft he wou'd conceal, | 

To thefe I made no Scruple to reveal. 

Oft has he bluih'd from Ear to £ar for Shame, • 

if hat e'er he told a Secret to his Dame, ] 

It fo befell, in Holy Time of Lenf^ 
That oft a Day I to this Goffip went; 
(My Husband, thank my Stars, was out of Towri) 
From Houfe to Houfe we rambled up and down, 
ThisQcrk, my felf, and my good Neighbour 
To fee, be feen, to tell, and gather Tales j 
Vifits to ev*ry Church We daily paid, 
And march*d in ev*ry holy Mafquerade, 
The Stations duly, and the Vigils kept J . 
Kot much we fafted, but fcarce ever flcpt. 
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At Sermons too I fhotie in Scarlet s 
The wafting Modmc'er fppil'd my beft Aixayi 
The Caufe was thisj I wore it ev'ry Day. 

*Twas when ftdhMay her early Bloflpms yields 
; The eierk and I were walking in the Fields, 
W;c;grew fo intimate, I can't tell how, 
I pawn'd my Honour and ingag'd my Vow, 
If e'er I -laid my Husband in his Urn, 
That he, and only 'he, fliou'd fervc my Turn. 
We fh-ait Ibrudk Hands; the Bargain was agreed j 
I ftill have Shifts againft a Time of Need : 
TheMoufe that always trufls to one poor Hole, 
Can never be a Moyie of any Soul. 

I vow'4 "I fcarce cou'd fleep (mce firft I knew him, 
And durft be iwom he had Bewitch'd me to him : 
If e'er I flepc, I dream'd of him alone. 
And Dreams-foretel,fls Learned Men have ihown : 
All thtt I faidi butOrcam, Sirs, I had none. 



%o T O ET I C A L 

I follow'd but my crafty Crony*s Lore, 

Who bid me telj this Lye — and twenty more- 

Thus Day by Day, and Month by Month we paft j 
It pleas'd the Lord to take my Spoufe at laft ! 
I tore my Gown, I foil'd my Locks with Duft, 
And beat myBreafts, as wretched Widows — muft. 
Before my Face my Handkerchief I fpread, 
To hide the Flood of Tears I did not flied. 
I'he good Man's Coffin to the Church was bom; 
Around, the Neighbours, and my Clerk too, moural 
But as he marched, good Gods! he fliow'd a Pair 
Of Legs and Feet, fo cjean, fo ftrong, fo fair I 
Of twenty Winters Age he fepm'd to be j 
I (to fay truth) was twenty more than he : 
But vigorous ftill, a lively buxom Dame, 
And had a wond'rous Gift to quench a Flame. 
A Conjurer once that deeply cou'd divine, 
Aflur'd me. Mars in 'Taurus was my Sign. 
As the Stars order'd, fuch my Life has been: 
Alas, alas, that ever Love was Sin ! Fair 
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Fair Fenus gave me Fire and fprightly Grace, 
And Aforj Afliirancc, and a dauntlefsFacc. 
By Vertue of this powerful Conftellation, 
I followed always my own Inclination. 

But to my Tale: A Month fcarce pall away. 
With Dance and Song we kept the Nuptial Day. 
All I poflels'd I gave to his Command, 
My Goods and Chattels, Mony, Houfe, and Land; 
But oft repented, and repent it ftills 
He proved a Rebel to my Sovereign Will ; 
Nay once by Heav'n he ftruck me on the Face; 
Hear but the Fa£t, and judge your felves the Cafe. 

Stubborn as any Lionnefs was I : 
And knew full well to raife my Voice on highj 
As true a Rambler as I was before, 
And wou'd be fo, in fpight of all he fwore. 
He, againft this, right fagely wou'd advife, 
And old Examples fet before my Eyes 5 i 

C 3 Tdl 
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Tell how the Roman Matrons led their Life, 
Of Gracchus' Mother, and DuiKus' Wife 5 
And clofe the Sermon, as befecm'd his Wit^ 
With fome grave Sentence out of Holy Writ. '^ 3 
Oft wou'd he fey, Who builds hisHoufe onSaisI^ 
Pricks his blind Horfe acrofe the Fallow Lind*^ '* 
Or lets his Wife abroad with Pilgrims ro^,' ' J 
Deferves a FoolVCap and Idng Ears at home; 
All this avail'd not 5 for whoe'er he be ■ ^ 

That tells my Faults, I hate him mortally: 
And fo do Numbers more, I'll boldly fay, 
Men, Women, Clergy, Regular and Lay/ T 

My Spoufe (who was, you know,to Learning bred^ 
A certain Treatife oft at Evening Read, 
Where divers Authors (whom the Dev'l confbtin4 
For all their Lies) were in one Volume bound. 
Faleriusj whole j and of St. Jerom^ Partj 
Chryftppus and Jirtulliani Ovid's Artj 
Solomon's Proverbs, Heloifa'% Loves 5 
And many 'more than fmt the Church approves. 
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More Legends were there here, of wickc4 Wiye«, 
Than good, in all the Bibk and Saint* S'Lii-es. 
Who drew the Uon Fanquijb'd? 'Twas aMan^ 
But cou'd we Women write as Scholars can, 
Men ihou'ditand marked with far more Wickednefi, 
Than all the Sons of JJam cou'd redrels. 
Love feldom haimts the Bread where Learning lies, 
And Fems fets when Mercury does rife : 
Thofe play the Scholars who can't play the Mcnj 
And ufe xl^^t Weapon which i^iey have, their Pen j 
When old, and paft the Relifh of Delight, 
Then down they fit, and in their Dotage yrjite, 
That not one Won^an keeps her Marriage Vovy^. 
(This by the Way, but (o myPurpofe now.) 

It chanc'd my Husband on a Winter's Night 
Read in this Book, aloud, with ilrange Delight, 
How the firft Female (as the Scriptures (how) 
Brought her own Spoufe and all his Race to Woe > 
How Samfon"$ Heart falfc Dalilab did move. 
His Strength, his Sight, his Life, were loft for Love. 



^4 T O ETl C A L 

Thei^ how Jlcides dy'd, whom Dejanire 

Wrapt in th'envenom'd Shirt, and fet on Fire. 

How cnrft Erypbik her Lord betrayed, 

And the dire Ambufli Clytemnejlra laid. 

But what moft pleas'd him was the Cr^/^wDame, 

And Husband-Bull — Oh monftrous ! fie, for Shanie! 

,-1 

He had by Heart the whole Detail of Woe 
Xantifpe made her good Man undergo j 
How oft flie fcolded in a Day, he knew. 
How many Pifipots on the Sage fhe threw; 
Who took it patiently, and wip'd his Head j 
Eain fglUmsf bunder^ that was all he faid. - 

He read how Arius to his Friend complained 
LA fetal Tree was growing in his Land, 
On which three Wives fucceffively had twin'd 
A Aiding Noofe, and waver'd in the Wind. 
Where grows this Plant (reply'd the Friend) oh 
For better Fruit did never Orchard bear : C^^^^ ? 
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Give me fome Slip of this moft bli£ful Tree, \ • 
And in my Garden planted fliall it be ! 

. " \ ' ...» 

[prove. 

Then how two Wives their Lord's DieftruAioa 
Thro* Hatred one, and one thro' too much LoVcj 
That for her Husband mix'd aPoys'nousUfau'ght; 
And this for Liuft an aih'rous Philtre bought. 
The nimble Juice foon feiz'd his giddy Head, 
Frantic at Night, and in the Morning dead. 

[flain. 

How fome with Swords their fleepihg Lords have 
And fome have hammer'd Nails into their Brain,' 
And fome have drench'd them with a deadly Potion j 
All this he read, and read with great Devotion. 

[frown'd. 

Long time I heard, and fwell'd, and bluifh'd, and 

But when no End of thefe vile Tales I found. 

When ftill he read, and laughM, and read again. 

And half the Night was thus confum'd in vain j 

I* 

./I ■ ' 
Provot!^:^ 



Provpk'd toi Vengeance, three large I ton)^ 

.^id with one BufFet fell'd Mm on the Flpon 

With that my Husband in a Fury rofe, 

JSkd down he fettled me with hearty Blows: 

I groan'd, and lay extended cmi my Side j 

0fe thou haft flain me for my Wealth (I cry'4) ' 

Yet I forgive thee-— Take my laft Embrace. 

He 'wcpt, kind Soul! and ftoop'd to kifs myFac^} 

I took him fuch a Box as turned him blue, 

Then figh'd and cry'd, jidieu my Dear^ adieu/ 

But after many a hearty Struggle paft, 
I condefcended to be pleas'd at laft. 
Soon as he Ctixi, My Miftrefe and my Wife, 
Do what you lift the Term of all your Life : 
I took to Heart the Merits of the Caufe, 
And flood content to rule by wholfome Laws ^ 
Received the Reins of Abfolute Command, T> 
With all the Government of Houfe and Land> K 
And Empire o'er his Tongue, and o'er his Hand, j 



As 
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i% for the Volume that revird the Dames, 
hTwas torn to Fragments, and condmm'd toFlamcfc 

Now Heav'o on all mj Husbands gone, beftow^ 
I Pictures abovCj for Tortures felt below: 
IThat Reft they wi&'d for, grant them in the CmCf 
And blefs thofe Souls my Conduft hdp'd to favel 



I 
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PASTORAL. 

By the Juthor of the Anonymous Verfel 
before CzXo. 

-«-N vain 'my Mufc would imitate the Strainsi 
X Which charm'd the Nymphs on fFindfor's ver* 
dant Plains, 

Where Pope with wond'rous Art in tuneful Lays 
^on from JpoM% Hand Itpmoital Bays. f 

The Morning fcarce agpear'd, yffhtnPhillis rok^ 
And call'd Aminta from a fhort Repofej 
With cautious Steps they left the Peaceful Bow^r, 
Both by Appointment chofe the filent Hour, 
To tell in rural Strains their mutual Care, 
And the foft Secret of their Breafts to fhare. 
Securely feated near a purling Stream, 
By Turns they fung,while Love fupply'd the Theme. 

PHIL- 



MISCELLANIES. 

P HILL IS. 

The fkny Lights above are (carce expired. 
And fcarce the Shades from open Plains retired : 
The tuneful Lark has hardly ftretch'd her Wing, 
And warbling Linnets juft begin to fing $ 
Nor yet induftrious Bees their Hives forfake. 
Nor skim the Fiih the Surface of the Lake. 

A M I N t A. 
. Nor yet the Flowers difclofe their various Hue, 
But fold their Leaves opprefs'd with hoary Dew, 
Bbe Mills around conceal the neighbouring Hill^ 
And . dusky Fogs hang o'er the murmuring Rills 3 
While Zephir faintly fighs among the Trees, 
And moves the Branches with a lazy Brecte. 
No jovial Pipe refounds along the Plains, 
Safe in their Hamlets fleep the drowfie Swains. 
P H I L L I S. 

F6r mc Mirtillo fighs, the charming Youth 
Perfwades with fo much Eloquence and Truth j 
Whene'er he talks, my Flocks unheeded ftray. 
To hear him I could linger out the Day, 



f0 l^r^EtTVJtL 

Untir'd *tffl NigKt, 'til aUWhfcStars were gone>!«i 
<o^tr^ Eiiiftnrn ffi&tiie/Moodi csme on; V/ 

yf M Ilf r Jf. : d 

InfecretiSdd^hapslLove'thfeYo^th, 
Yet treat liitti^ while jw5fli«daieo>bled Pri<fe '-^- 
I mock his Vows, his fdft Comfdaints da*ide} 
And fly him fwiftcfj than » Q>omve Fawn 
^kijjs thro' tlie Woods, and dances o'er^ JiAeifn 
t P H I L L I S. 

\ tJnpraais'a in the Turns of VemAt Art, 
My Looks dectere the Meaning 6f *iy Hcstrt'} 
To own To juft «id innoceiit a iFlame, 
Gan fix n6 Blemifli on a Virgin's Name : 
When fifft my Lips the tender Truth .confcfs'd,'' 
A thoufarid Joys Mtrtitto^^jts exprels'd. 
AMINtA. 
No boafting Swain fuch Truths from mefhall hear- 
Such Words fhaU never reach J/A^if^ifef^^^ 
Wi& ^sbe once his favoured Dbg I pky'dj * 
Which from his Mafter thro' the Woods had ftray'd i 
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Still on the Path my "witchfiil Eyes i kept. 
When from the Thickets the pleas'd Owner flept^ 
His fmiling Looks an inward Joy confds'd, 
To find by me the darling Dog carefs'd : 
Surf)riz'd frofifi off toy Lap his Dog I threw. 
And fwift as Lightning thro' the Forreft flew, 
P H I L L I S. 

When e'er MrtiWs fportive Kid I find, 
With wreathing FloW'rs his twifted Horns I bind. 
And fondly ftroke hitn.in his Matter's Sight, 
Nor e'er iabufe the harmlefi Thing in Ipight, 
Or think the giiildcffs Favour worth my Flight- 
AM I NT J. 

The Nyniphs iind Swains JpoWs Revels grac'd. 
In fprightly Dances tlie finooth Green they trac'd^ 
Silvander bcgg'd, I would his Partner ttand, 
I tum'd, and gave to Corilas my Hand. 

P H I L L I S. 

I to Mirtillo did my Hand refufe,' 
But after tliat ho other Swain would chufc > • 

^ ^ _ ^ At 



/POETICAL 

At Cintbia's Revels Hylas ftrove in vain. 
And Lycidas the Favour to obtain. 

A M I N r A. 

A Basket of the fineft Rulhes wrought. 
With Jels'min, Pinks and purple Violets fraught, 
With modeft Zeal to me Silvander brought. 
His Prefent I rejeded with Difdain, 
And threw the fragrant Treafures on the Plains 
Soon as the Youth retir'd, with wond'rous Care 
I fearch'd them round, nor wou'd one Bloflbm Ipa; 
With fome in Wreaths my curling Locks I grac' 
And others nicely in my Bofom plac'd. 

P H I L L I S. 

Frcfh fprigs of Mirtle oft my Breaft adorn, . 
And Rofes gathered in a dewy Mom ^ 
Of all the Gardens flow'ry Riches thefe 
Mirtillo loves, and I his Fancy pleafe. 

A M I A. 

Silvander told a Secret in my Ear, 
Which twice I made Pretences not to hcarj 

\ 
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He nearer drew, invited to the Blils, 
And in the am'rous WhiTper ftolc aKifis 
My riling Blulhes the bold Thief revealed, 
Dcrinda fcarce from laughing out with-heldj 
I left the Shepherd, feigtfd my felf cnrag'd, 

- And with his Rival in Difcourle engaged. 

P H I L L I S. 
In yonder Bow'r I fet, when tow*rds the Place 
Wrtitto haften'd with a Lover's Pace; 

: Ifidgn'd my felf to carele(s Sleep refign^d, 

^ liy Head againft a moflie Bank reclin'di 
Approaching near — Sweet may thy Slumben be^ 
He foftly cry'd, and all thy Dreams of me> 
I laught, nor longer could conceal the Cheat, 
But told the Amorous Youth the fond Deceit. 
A M I NT A. 
When in the ecchoing Vale Silvander plays, 
And on his Reed performs the Rural Lays, ^ 
Behind the lhading Trees I oft retire, 
And undifcover'd the fweet Notes admire > 

^ D Bu*^, 

/ 
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But when in publick I his Numbers heard. 
To hi3 unskilful Egon^s I prcfcrr'd, 
Tho' with the Swan's expiring Melody 
The Cuckow*s tirefom Note as well may vyc. 
P H 1 L L I S. 
Whatever A6nf//& diftatcs meets Applatife, ^ 
His Voice Attention, ftill as Midnight, draws 5 
His Voice more gentle than the Summer's Breeze, 
That mildly whifpen thro* the wavii^ Trees j ,!"^' 
Soft as the Nightingale's complaining Song, 
Or murmuring Currchts as they roll along : 
Without Difguife the skilful Youth I praife, 7 
Admire his Numbers, and repeat his Lays. 
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A N 

EPISTLE 

By Mr. THILITS. 

In jfyfyier to a Friep4 wfys 4efired him to write upon 
the Death of King William. 

April zo, 1702. 

TRyST ine, damGe^gf^ could I in Vcrfc 
biKt ihov 

What Sorrow I, whait Sogtrojy all Men owe 
To Naffau's Fapes or coujd I hope to raife 
A Song pjooportiox^'d to the Mo];^ch*s Praiije^ 
Could I his Merits, or my Giief expr^fs, 
And proper Thoughts in proper Language drcfs : 
Unbidden fhould my pious Numbers flow. 
The Tribute of a Heart p'or-charg'd with Woe. 

But, rather than prophane 1^ §^cd Herfc 
With J«iguid Praifes and unhallpw'd Verfe, 

D z 
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My Sighs I to my felf in SUcnce keep, 
And inwardly, with fecret Anguifh, weep. 

Let HalUfax^s Mufe (he knew him well) 
His Virtues to (ucceeding Ages tell. 
Let him, who fung the Warrior on the Boyne^ 
(Provoking Dorfet in the Task to join) 
And fliew'd the Hero more than Man before j 
Let him th' Illuftrious Mortal^s Fate deplore 5 ^ 
A mournful Theme ; While, on raw Pinions, t 
But flutter, and make weak Attempts to fly : ' ' 
Content, if, to divert my vacant Time, 
I can but like fome Love-fick Foplin Rhyme 5 
To fome kind-hearted Miftrefs make my Court, 
And, lilce a modifli Wit, in Sonnet fport^ 

Let others, more ambitious, rack their Brains 
In polifli'd Sentiments and labour'd Strains : 
To blooming PhilUs I a Song compofe, 
And, for a Rhyme, compare her to the Role; 

Then, 
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Then, while my Fancy works, I write down Morn, 
To paint the Blufh that does her Check adorn; 
And, when the Whitenefe of her Skin I fhow, 
With Extafic bethink my fclf of Snow. 
Thus, without Pains, I tinkle in the Clofe, 
And fwcetcn into Vcrfe inlipid Profe. 

The Country Scraper, when he wakes his Crowd, 
And makes the tortur'd Cat-gut fqueak aloud, 
I fee him ravifli'd, and in Tranfport loft : 
What more, my Friend, can fam'd Corelli boaft. 
When Harmony her felf from Heav'n dcfccnds, 
And on the Artift's moving Bow attends ? 

Why then, in making Verfcs (hould I ftrain 
For Wit, and of jfpollo beg a Vein ? 
Why ftudy Horace and the Stagyrite ? 
Why cramp my Dulnefs, and in Torment wril c? 
Let mc tranfgrcfs by Natm-e, not by Rule, 
An artlefi Idcot, not a ftudy'd Fool 5 

D 3 A 



PROLOG U fi, 

DefignM for Mr.© :'s laft Play, ^ 

Written by federal Hands. 

GRO W N Old in Rhyme, 'twere barbaro|is 
to difcard 

Your perfevering, uncxhaufted Bard : \ 

Damnation follows Death in other Men^ r 

But your damn'd Poet lives and writes again, i 

Th' adventrous Lover is fuccefsful ftill, 

Who ftrives to pleafe the Fair againft her Willi . 

Be kind, and make him in his Wiihes eafie, > 

Who in your own De/pite has ftrove to pleafe yc. 

He fcom'd to borrow from the Wits of Yore > 

But ever Writ as none e'er Writ before. 

You modem Wits, fliould each Man bring his Claim, 

Have defpcrate Debentures on your Fame j 

And little would be left you, I'm afraid. 

If all your Debts to Greece and Rome were paid. 

From 
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Fiom his deep Fund our Author laigely drxws^ 7 
Nor finks his Credit lower than it was. 
Tho' Plays for Honour in old Time he znadc^ 
Tis now for better Reafons— ~to be Paid. 
Believe him. Sirs, h*has known the World too long. 
And feen the Death of much Immortal Song. 
He (ays, poor Poets loft, while Players won. 
As Pimps grow rich, while Gallants are undone, 
Tho* STww the Poet writ with Eafe and Pleafure, 
The Comick *!tm abounds in other Trcafiirc, 
Fame is at beft an unperforming Cheats 
But 'tis (ubftantial Happinefs to Eat— 
Let Eafe, his laft Requeft, be of your giving, 
Nor force him to be Damtf d to get his Living. 




LOVE'S RELIEF. 



Wretch long tortur'd with Difdain^ 



X X That hourly pin'd, but pin'd in vaini 
At length the God of Wine addreft, 
The Refuge of a wounded Breait. 

Vouchfafe, oh Pow'r, thy healing Aid, 
Teach me to gain the cruel Maid; 
Thy Juices take the Lover's Part, 
Flufh his wan Looks, and chcar his Heart- 
Thus to the Jolly God he cryM> 
And thus the Jolly God reply'd. 
Give whining o'er, be brisk and gay, 
And quaff this (heaking Form away. 

With dauntlcfs Mein approach the Fairs 
The Way to Conquer is to Dare. 
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The Swain purfu'd the God's Advice j 
The Nymph was now no IcH^er Nicc^ 



4$ 



' She finird, and fpoke the Sex's Mindj 
When You grow Daring, We grow Kind: 
Men to themfelves are moil fevere, 
And make us Tyrants by their Fear. 



To BELINDA. 

tN Church the Prayer-Book^and the Fan difplay'd. 
And folemn Curt'fies, fliew the wily Maid j 
At Plays the leering Looks and wanton Airs, 
And Nods and Smiles, are fondly meant for Snares. 
Alas ! vain Charmer, you no Lovers get 5 
There you feem Hypocrite, and here Coquet. 

"to 



14 rOBTICAL 

To F L A V I A. 

NATURE, in Pity, has deny'd you ShapcjSi 
EUe how ihould Moitals Flavians QbaS 
efcapc? 

Your nuiiant Afpeft, and your rofie Bloom, ?7 
Without this Form would bring a Gen'ral Dooms 
At once our Ruin and Relief we fee. 
At fight arc Captives, and at fight are Free. 

■ 1 

A 

O N , 

NicoLiNij lean)ingtbe Stagi^ 

BEGON, our Nation's Pleafurc and Reproach! 
Britain no more with idle Trills debauch > 
Back to thy own unmanly Fenice fail. 
Where Luxury and loofc Defircs prevail 3 v 
There thy Emafculating Voice employ, 
And raifc the Triumphs of the wanton Boy. 

Long, 
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7he jo^ft Ode of Anaaeon. 

T^HE Mufes frolickfom and gay 
3l Caught Cupid as he llccping lay, 
Tixh Myrtle Twigs his Hands they ty'd, 
bd laid him by Ckifra's Side. 

Slfe Uroak'd his Cheeks, and often preft 
The wanton Archer to her Breaftj 

Theii loos'd his Hands. Tou^re free^ Ihc faidj 

j Yet he refus'd to leave the Maid. 

In vain his Mother hunts about, 

' Offers Rewards to find him out 5 

j In vain would fet the Captive free, 

j He's pleas'd with fuch a Slavery. 

Clofe by her Side he watching lies j 
The Wretch who fees CkQra dies. 



\ 



The 
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The Forty-Fifth ODE 
OF 

A N A C R E N. 

WHEN Mars the LemnianJi^iXXs furvey'd, 
Which Fulcan forg*d for Cupids fio^ 
What foolifh Toys are thefe, he faid. 
How brittle and how flight they fhow? 

Fit Play-things for a Child ! .when ftraif 

The little God did one prepare 5 
Here try, faid he, if this wants Weighty 

And gave it to the God of War. 

He took the Dart, its Weight he try'd, 
While Fenus fmiPd to fee him caught 5 

Here take it back again, he cryM, 
'Tis much more weighty than I thought. 




The litdc Archer, ^K;u)]iciii|;i^wn^ 
To find the God o£ War Ihew Fear, 

Keep it, (aid hc^ sukl heqpefQrth own 
My Dait wou^afU dwper than your Spear. 



^am Cm^any of bad Dancers to good 
MuJicJL 



H 



O W ill the Motion with theMufick fuits ! 
^Or^eu$ fidled^ a^dfo djVfxced the Brutes. 



A N ^ 

IcpitatioB of a French Aijjhon 

By another Hand. 

CAN you count the Silver Lights 
That deck th? Skies, and chear the Nights.: 
Or the Leaves that ftrow the Vales, 
When Groves are ftript by Winter Gajcs ; 

E Or 
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Or the Drops that in the Mont > 5f" 

Hang with tranfparent Pearl the Thorn. ■'.') 
Or Bridegroom's Joys, or Mifer's Cares, *' 
Or Gamefter's Oaths, or Hermit's Pray'rs r . .i * 
Or Envy's Pangs, or Love's Alarms, ^ / . 5 
Or MarlbrougVs Ads, or »'s Charms? o 



Soliloquy out of hatiam' 

By the fame. 



Hc'iTf 



Ou'd he whom my diflembl'dRigour grieves^ 



L But know whatTorment to my Soul it gives j 
Hc'onnd how fondly I return his Flame, 
And want my felf the Pity he wou'd claim. 
Immortal Gods! why has your Doom decreed 
Two wounded Hearts with equalPangs fhou'd bleed ? 
Since that great Law, which your Tribunal guides. 
Has join'd in Love whom Deftiny divides > 

Re. 
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Repent you Pow*re the Injuries you caufe^ 
Or change our Natures, or rcfbrm ybur Laws. 
Unhappy Partner of my kiUing Pain, 
Think what I feel the Moment you complain. 
Each Sigh you utter wounds my tend'rellPart, 
So much* my Lips mif-reprelent my Heart. 
W^hen from your Eyes the falling Drops diftill, 
My Vital Blood in every Tear you'ipill : 
And all thofe mournful Agonies I hear, 
. Are twt\<hc Eccfco's of my own. Drfpair. 




A 



^-O B,T IQ A^J^ V 
A 

TRANSLATION 

0;F THE 

STORY otCIPPff^' 

Returning ta. Rome 2>i«»/A> ^ 
f/f^ of 6y Valerius Maidmjis* ' 

By ys^. ' ^ 

AS Cippusmxht trembling Stream furvey'd^ ^ 
The Ihooting Horns that fhade his Con** 
qu'ring Head^ 
His Temples firft he feels, and with lurprize 
His Touch confirms the Ccnfiire of his Eyes. 
Strait to the Skies his Homed Front he rears, 
And to the Gods direds thefe Pious Pray'rs* 
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If this Portent be profp'rous, O decree 
To Hme th' Eveiitj if othcrwifc, to me. 
1^* AJtar then of Turf he haftes to raife. 
Rich Gums in fragrant Exhalations blaze ^ 
The panting Entrails crackle as they fry, 
And boding Fumes pronounce a Myftery^ 
Soon as the Augur law tihe Holy Fire, 
AM. Vi&ims with prcfaging Signs expire. 
To Cifpus then he iums his Eyes with Ipecd, 
|(fld views^li»-Homy Honours of his^Head^ 
'nien cry'd, 'Hail Conqueror, thy Call obey, 
Thofe Omens I behold prefage thj^ Sway. 
Rme waits thy Nod, unwilling to be Free, 
And owns thy Sovereign PoW'r as Fate's Decree! 

He (aid — and Cippus^ ftarting at th'-Event, 
[Spoke in thefe Words his Pious Difcontent, 



Far hence, you Gods, this Execraticm fend 5 
ad the great Race of Romulus defend. 

E 3 ^QXXfcl 




This Ipoke^e hides with Leaves hisOmeri^tf Iftij, 
Then Prays, the Senate next Gonvcens, and fiadi*^' 

... , V i.*. *■ 

If Augurs can forefee, a Wretch is come, 
,I>efign'db7Peftiny theBaneof-Stf^^. -i ^' 
Two Horns he has, if e-er within the Town, 
Ypur Liberty and Latian Law5 arc g^>fie. ' ^ ^- 
Your Gates he might have enter'dj but cSfe'iifi^ 
Seiz'd the Ufiirper, and with-held the haradk * <5 
Hafte, find the Monfter out, and let him fcifc ■ ^ 
Condemned to all the Senate can decree j '--^ 
Or ty'd in Chains, or into Exile thrown 5 * 

Or by theTyr^t'5 Death prevent yoyr owfli • * 

*, ■ . - . ■ 

... ^ .; ■ -M * 

The Crowd foch Murmurs utter as they: fta*id, ' 
As fwclling ^wrges breaking on the Stran4^»>" ^'^- -^ 



Or 




I 
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Or as when gathering Gales fwcepo'exfomcGtwe, 
And their tall Heads the bending Cedars move* 
Each with Confufion gaz'd, and then bcgarj 
To feel bis Fellow's Brows, and iind the Man. 
Cippus then fhafees his Garland off, and cries 
The Wretch you want I ofifcr to your Eyes, 




The Anxious Throng look'd down^ and fad in 
Thought^ 

All wilh*d they had not found the Sign they fought : 
I haftc with Laurd Wreaths his H^ad they binjj 
Such Honour to foch Virtue w^s oJlign'd. 

Then thus the Stmtc, Hear O Gipp^s hear 5 

So Godlike is thy Tucdary Care^ 
That fince in R&m thy fclf foi^s thy Stay^ 
for thy Abode thofe Acrei we convey ^^^^ 
rhePbugh-fhareeftft fiirroand, the Lahour of a 
hx Deathlcfs Records thou fhak ft^nd inroird. 
And Romi% rich Poftsfhall flitae with Honjs of GoW. 



£ 4 



« 
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ON 

CONTENTMENfc 

By Mr. TARNELL, 5iiT«f< 

Sweet delight of Human Kind^ 
Heavenly boni) and bred on high^ ^ 
To crown the Fav'ritcs of the Sky 
With more of Happinefi below^ - 
Than Viftors in a Triumph know : , 
Whither, O whither art thou fled. 
To lay thy meek contented Head? 
What happy Region doft thou plcafc 
To make the Seat of Calms and Eafe? 



'jlmbition fearcheis sffl ks t^Ctt 
Of Pomp anil Srate Yo*firfd ftiee thdfc. 
Encreafing Avarice wou'd find 
Thy Prefehce in its kl8t&'fen?hrin*d. 
The bold Advdnt'fer |fl6ilghs hfe Way 
'Through Rocks aiiiicfft'thfe foaming Sea 
Toj^n;thy Love, ISifd tHdn perccivjfe 
Thou wer't not in the Rocks and Waves. 
/The filcnt Head VTioih^Grferdfeili^ 
I Treads foft and lonefome o*er ^he Vales, 
Sees Daizies opeh, Rfvfers rah. 
And fcelcs t liave vainly done) 
Amufing Thought 5 biit leafiis to know 
That SoJitude's ia 'l^tirfe of Woe. 
No real Happinefs is "found 
, In trailing Purple b*er thie Grbizhd; 
Or in a Soiil exalted high 
To range the Circuit of the Sky, 
Converfe witi) *?/i?rj above, and know 
All Nature in its Forms below 5 
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The Reft it feeks in feeking die% 
And Doubts at laft for Knowledge rife. 

Lovely lafting Peace appear $ 
This World it fclf, if thou art here, 
Is once again with Eden blc&'d. 
And Man contains it in his' Breaft, 

Twas thus, as under Shade I flood, 
I fung my Wifhes to the Wood, 
And, loft in Thought, no mwe perceiv'd 
The Branches whifper as they wav'd y 
It fecm'd as if the quiet Place 
Confcfs'd the Prefencc of the Grace^ 

When thus Ihe fpoke Go rule thy Will, 

Bid thy wild Paffions all be ftill. 
Know God and bring thy Heart to knoAv; 
The Joys which from Religion flow j 
Then ev'ry Grace fhall prove its Guefl, 
And m be there to crown the reft. 
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Oh ! by yonder Moflie Seat, 
h my Hours of fweet Retreat, 
Might I thus my Soul employ 
With fenfe of Gratitude and Joy, 
lais'd, as Ancient Prophets were, 
h heav'nly Vifion, Praife, and Pray V, 
^fing all Men, hurting none, 
^cas'd and blefe'd with God alone, • 

Then, while the Gardens take my Sight, 
^ith all the Colours of Delight, 
Vhile Silver Waiters glide along. 
To pleafe my Eai-, and court my Song ^ 
I'll lift my Voice, and tune my String, 
And Thee, great SOURCE oiNAtURE^^mg. 

r 

The Sun that walks his airy Way, 
To light the World, and give the Day 5 
The Moon that Aines with borrowed Light, 
rhe Stars that gild the gloomy Night, 

The 



The Seas t^at roll uimumbcr'd . 
The Wood*t^iat fpreads its JltiuJy LcaveSj^ 
The Field whofe Ears conceal the Onin, 
The yellow Treafiirc of the Plains 
All of thefe) and loil I fee, 
Wou'd be fiulg, and fung by mc^ 
They fpeak their Maker as they can, 
But want and ask thie Tongue of JVfem* ^ ^ 

Go fetfrch atnong your idle Dttanii 
Your bufie or your vain Extreams, 
And find X Life of equal Blifi, 
Or own the tfexf begun in tMs. 



s ON a 

By the fime Hand. 

MY Days have been fo wondrous Frec^' 
Thelfttte B^d^thatflie 
. With careleS £afe from Ti^ to TFCOj 
Were but as bleft'daj^I. 

Ask gliding Waters,' if a Tear 
Of mine encrea^'d thdr Stream? 

Or ask the flying Gales, if ere 
I lent a Sigh to them? 

But now my former Days retire. 
And Tm by Beiaoty caught, ' 

The tender Chains of firteet Dcfire 
Are fix'd upon my Thought. 



An eager Hope within my Breaft 
Does ev*ry Doubt controul. 

And charming Na$uy ftands confeil 
The Fav'rite of my Soul. 

Ye Nightingales,:, ye twiftitig Piiie$> 
Ye Swains that h^unt the Groye, ; 

Ye gentle Eqghoes, breezy Wind% 
Ye clofe Retreats of Love s 

With all of Nature, all of Art, 

Aflift the dear Defigny 
O teach a young unpraftis'd Heart 

To make Her ever Mine, 

The very Thought of Change I hate. 

As much as of Ddpairj 
And hardly covet to be Great, 

Unlefs it be for Her. 
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Tis traiy the PaiSon in, my Mixid 

Is mix'd with foft Diftrefej 
Yet while the Fair I love is kind^ 

I cannot wiih it Lefi. 

■ 

To a Young Lady, 

o N 

HerTranllation of the Story of Thwbus and 
Daphne^ from Ovid. 

By the fame Hand. 

IN Phosbus Wit (as Ovid faid) 
Enchanting Beauty woo'd j 
In Daphne BeaUty coily fled. 
While vainly Wit purfo'd. 

But when you trace what Ovid writ, 

A difF'rent Turn we viewj 
beauty no longer flies from Wit^ 

Since both are joyn'd in You. 

Your 



Your Lines the Mroi?4WHS.Cfc,^ij^^ 
From whence our 



In Numbers frat)a;d to, jlj^ t%. fclqjiftb^ 
And merit what they Sipjg. 

Methinks thy Poefs gentle Shade 
Its Wreath prefent« to Thee 

What Daphne owes ya» Maid, 
She pays yoL^ a Tx;?e. 



ANACREONTIC 

By the fitm fftrnt 

I. 

GAY Bacchus liking Eftcourfs Wine, 
A noble Meal beipokej 
And for the Guefts that were to Din^ 
Brought Cgmus^ lAve^ sod Joh. 

IT. 1 



1 
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II. 

The God Cii/iif drew his C3i&i 

And Joke near Corns ^acM| 
Thus ^ifff iMkes lAt^ fbrg^ its Qmr, 

And Mrtb exalts a Feaft. 

m. 

The more to pleafe the ^ghtly Ooi^ 

Each (weet engaging GSr^ 
Pb^on fbme Cloaths to come abroad) 
.JUad took a Waiteis nace. 

4lken Ci^i mm'd at ereiy Olaii 

A Lady of the Skyj . 
WhU&Jiifei&v^ rwore he'd Drinks 

And had it Bumper high. 

V. 

Fat Corns toft his Brimmers o*rej 

And always got the moft » 
For Joke took ooe torfiU him more^ « 

WhcQ-e'er he mift the Toaft. 

F VI. 



vj. 

They calPd, and drank at arcry Touch, 

Then fiU'd, and drank again ^ 
And if the .Qpds can take too much, 

'Tis faid, they did fo then. 

vn. 

Free Jefts run all the Table round. 
And with the Wine confpire, , 

( While they by fly Refleftion wound,) > 
To fet their Heads, on Fire. 

vm. 

Gay Bacchus Utxit Cufid ftung. 

By reckoning his Deceits 5 
And Cupid mock'd his ftammering Tongue, 

With all his ftaggering Gaits. 

IX. 

Joke dfoird on Comus^ greedy Ways, 

And Tales without a Jeft 5 
While Cmus call'd his witty Plays, 

But Waggeries, ftt Bcft, .: . - 
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X. 

Such Talk foon fet 'em aU at Odds s 

And, had I Hmer's Pen, 
Td ling ye, how they drunk, like Gods, 

And how they fought^ like Men. 

XI. 

To part the Fray, the Graces fly, 

Who make 'em foon agree j 
And had the Fmies (elves been nigh. 

They ftill were Three to Three. 

XIL 

Bacchus appeas'd, rais'd Cupid up. 

And gave him back his Bow 3 
But kept fome Darts to ftir the Cup, 

Where Sack and Sugar flow. 

XIII. 

Joke taking Comus" rofie Crown, 

In Triumph wore the Prize, 

And thrice, in Mirth, he puiht him down. 

As thrice he ftrove to rife. 

Fa XIV, Then 



«8 Poetical 

Then Cupid (ao^t the Myvtk Gtoic, 

Where did recline^ 
And cbfe eml^nicing JLmf) 

They joined to lUil 8t ff^. 

.XV. 

And C(^i«^i loudly curfing fFk^ 
Roird ofF to fomc Retreat^ 

Where boon Companiom giwdy fit. 
In fat unweilcfy State. 

XVL 

Bacchus and who ftay behind, 
For one frefh Glafs prepare 5 

They Kifs, and are exceeding kind, 
And Vow to be fincerc. 

XVII. 

But part in Time, whoever hear 
This our Inftruflive Song} 

For tho* fuch Friendfliips may be dear, 
They can't continue long. 
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PROLOGUE 




To the Univerfity of Oxford. 

Written by fAr. T I C K E L L. 
Spoken hy Mr. C IBB ER. 
[TTHAT Kings henceforth fhall Reign, 



Is fix'd at length by ANNA'S juft Decree : 
Whole Brows the Mufe's facred Wreath lhall fir, 
b left to you, the Arbiters of Wit. 
With beating Hearts the Rival Poets wait, 
Till you, Athenians J ihall decide their Fate; 
Secure, when to thefe Learned Seats they come. 
Of equal Judgment, and Impartial Doom. 

Poor is the Player's Fame, whofe whole Renown 
Is but the Praife of a Capricious Town 5 
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While with Mock-Majefly, and fency'd PowV, 

He ftrutts in Robes, the Monarch of an Hour. 

Oft wide of Nature mull he aft a Part, 

Make Love in Tropes, in Bomball break his Heart s \ 

In Turn and Simile refign his Breath, 

And Rhime and Quibble in the Pangs of Death. i 

We blulh, when Plays like thefe receive Applaufei • 

And Laugh, in fccret, at the Tears we caufe 5 

With honeft Scorn our own Succds difdain, . * • 

A worthlefi Honour, and inglorious Gain. ' i 

No trifling Scenes at Oxford lhall appear j 
Well, what Wc blulh to A£t, may You to Hear. 
To you our fam'd, our Standard Plays we bring. 
The Work of Poets, whom you taught to ling : 
Tho' crown'd with Famc,they dare not think it Due, 
Nor take the Laurel till beftow'd by you. 
Great Cato'^ felf, the Glory of the Stage, 
Who charms, correfts, exalts, and fires the Age, 
Begs here he may be try'd by Roman Laws j 
ToyoUy O Fathers^ he fubmits his Caufe ^ 
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He rcfts not in the People* s General Voice, 

*Till you, the Senate^ have Confirmed his Choice! 

Fine is the Secret, delicate the Art, 
To wind the PafHons, and command the Heart 5 . 
For iancy'd Ills to force our Tears to flow. 
And make the gen'rous Soul in love with Woes 
To raifc the Shades of Heroes to our View, 
Rebuild fall'n Empires, and old Time renew. 
How hard the Task! how rare the godlike Rage ! 
None fliould prefume to diftate for the Stage, 
But fiich as boad a great Extenfive Mind, 
Enrich'd by Nature, and by Art refin'd 5 
Who from xhtAfttient Stores their Knowledge bring, 
And tafted Early of the Mufe's Spring. 
May none pretend upon her 'Throne to fit. 
But fUch, as fprung from you, are Born to Wit : 
Chos'n by the Mob j their hwltfs Claim we flight: 
Yours is the Old Hereditary Right. 



MART^ 



fOETiCAL 

MA R Ti Queen of Irance^, 

TO 

■"-a 

CHARLES BRANf>ON, 
Duke of i 

•■•i 

7%r Pr/»rf/} Mary, Henry the VIDdi'x i 
ger Sifter, tting im Lave with the SM** i 
<7/*Sufiblk. was, for PublickRedJims, 
rted to Lewis the XITth of France, wito 
died in Six Mouths after. The ^feeg heing 
again at Liberty^ writes the fittowing E» 
f iftle to the Duke of Suffolk, her Jirft 
Lover. 

LE T thde loft Lines isy kindeft Thoughts 
convey, 

And tell Thcc what I fufF^ by thy Stay. 
Did Seas divide Us, this might well excuie 
Thy Negligence, and my fond Heart abufe. 

But 
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iut Calike from the Kentijb Strand is feenj 
i gentle Current only rolb between. 
Hot needs my Suffolk^ like Leander^ brave 
A prefent Death in ev'ry breaking Wave^ 
W^heq, guided only by a glimmering Light, 
He crofi^d the ftormy HeJkfpont by Night. 
Tall Ships, with flying Sails and laboring Oan, 
Attend to land Thee on the Gallic Shoars. 

But thou art changed j that Ardor is expired. 

Which once thy Wiflies with Impatience fir'dj 

Wlien Savoy's blooming Dutchcfi ftrove in vain 

Fiom Me the Conqueft of thy Heart to gain: 

Ihtited by great Henry^s martial Fame, 

The haughty Princefi, with her Brother, came 

To Complement the King for Toumay gain'd 5 

Where, in a rich Pavilion entertained, 

Thy noble Form th' unguarded Fa i R furpris'd j 

Nor were her tender Wifhes long difguis'd : 

Whatever Flatt'ry, Love, or wanton Art 

Could do, fhc praffcis'd to feduce thy Heart. 

^ Great 
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Great Antowfy by fiich Allurements gain'd, 
For Ckopaira all his Glory ftain*d : 
But thy firm Faith no Injury received 5 
For You ftill lov*d j or I was well deceiv'd : 
Nor were my Virgin Vows lefe true to thee. 
When young Cafiik addrefsM the Court for mc. 
The Charms of proffered Empire I refign'd ^ 
Brandm was more than Empire to my Mind : 
Whiles without Rivals, in thy Breaft I reign*d. 
My Thoughts the Pageantry of Pow'r difdain'd* 
But ah ! what Changes human Joys attend ! 
On fickle Turns our brighteft Hopes depend. 
Vi&orious Henrfs Arms ftill meet Succels 5 
The vanquifh'd Gauls at laft propofe a Peace. 
By fFoolfefs Policy their Terms fucceed 5 
The long contending Nations are agreed > 
And I the publick Vi£tim am decreed. 
Condemn'd to ihare the Chriftian Monarch's Bed, 
And curs'd with that Magnificence I fled. 
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■ knew my Rank no private Choice allow'd, 
l&nd what a Princefs to her Country ow*d. 
■Thefe fplendid Maxims ihould have iway*d myBieafti 
■But jL o V E entirely had my Soul poflcis'd. 

I How oft 1 wi(h'd my kinder Deftiny 

[Had (link the Queen in fbme obicure Dt^ree; 
While crown'd by rural Maids with painted Flow'rs 

I I ranged the Fields, and flept in verdant Bow'rss 
Beloved of Ibme young Swain, with ^mjidlm^s Face, 
His Voice, his Gefture, and his blooming Grace, 
In all but Birth and State lefembling Thee! 
Then unmolcfted we had liv'd, and free 

From all the curft Reftraints which Greatnds brings; 
While Grots, the Meads, the Shades, and purling 
Springs, 

The flow'ry Valley, and the gloomy Grove, 
Had heard of no fuperior Name to Love. 
Such Scenes of this inglorious Life I drew. 
And half bcliev'd the charming Fi£tion true, 

^- 'TiU 
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TTill real Ilk 4iflblv'd the pleafing Dreams j 

The Groves uq4 Vallies fied^ the Lawns and Sil«^ 

r , VWStrCHfflK. J 

The gay faqtaftick Paradife I mourn'd, « j 

^ ^ Lturn.a. | 

While Courts and Faftions. Crowns and Cares re- 

With Sighs I ftiU recall the fatal Day, 
When noPreO?nce could gain a longer Stay. 
The lovely Queen my parting Sorrow faw. 
Nor Henrfs Prefcnce kept my Grief in Awe. 
No Rules of decent Cuftom could controul. 
Or hide the wide Diforder of my Soul, 
When fhipp'd £or France before the dancing Wind 
The Navy fled, and left my Hopes behind. 
With weeping Eyes I ftill furvey'd the Strand, 
Wheie on a rifing Cliff I faw Thee ftand> 
Nor once from thence my ftedfeft Sight withdrew, 
'Till the lov'd Objc£t was no more in View. 
Farewcl, I cry'd, dear Charming Youth, with 
Each chearful Pro(pe£t vaniflics from Me. C^^^^ 

Loud 
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Loud Shouts and Triumphs on the GaDie 

tc me, but the noific Zeal ivas loft, 
for Shouts, nor Triumphs drew my Icaft Regard, 
by parting Sighs methought was all I heard. 

now at AlbeviUe by Louts met, 
Iftrove the Thoughts of Suffolk to forget: 
iFor here my Faith Was to my Monarch vow'd, 
lAnd folenm Rites my Paflion difallowM : 
[However pure my former Flames had been, 
lUnblcmifli'd Honoiu* made them now a Sin, 
But fcarce my Virtue had the Conqueft gain'd, 
' And cv'ry wild forbidden Wilh refttain'd j 
When at Sx.. Dennis^ with Imperial State 
Invefted, on the Gallic Throne I fate j 
The Day with noble Tumaments was grac'dj 
Your Name among the Britijh Champions placed- 
Invited by a guilty Thirft of Fame, 
Without Regard ro my Repofc, You came. 
The Lifts I faw Thee entering with Surprifc, 
And felt the darting Glances of thine Eyes. 



Ye Sacred Powers (I ay'd) that rule above I 
Defend my Bread from this perfidious Love. 
Ye Holy Lamps! before whofc awful Lights^ 
I gave my Hand 5 and ye religious Rites ! 
Affift me now ^ nor let a Thought unchafte. 
Or guilty Wifh, my plighted Honour blaft : 
While P^iffion, ffaruggling with my pious Fears^ 
Forced from my Eyes involimtary Tears. 
Some tender Bloflbm thus, with Leaves inlarg'd,^ 
Declines its Head, with Midnight Dew overcharged 
The pafling Breezes fliake the gentle Flow'r, 
And (carter all around a pearly Show*r. 
From this diftra&ing Hour I fhun'd thy Sight, ^ 
And gain'd the Conqueft by a prudent Flight. 
But human Turns, and fov'reign Deftiny, 
Have fct Me now from thofe Engagements free. 
The Stars, propitious to my Virgin Love^ 
My firft Defires and eajrly Vows approve 5 
While bufie Politicians urge in vain. 
That publick Reafons ihould my Choice reflrains 
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lat none but Tork^% or Lancafter's high Rac^ i 
great Plantagenefs I ought to graces 
ir Suffolk wants a long lUuftrious Line, 
d Worth tha.t ihall in Riture Records Ihioe. 
ey own'd thy Valour, when thy conqu'ring 
Lance 

rry'd the Prize from all the Youth of Frmue. 
y Merit Henrf% conftant Favour ihows, 
d Envy only can my Choice oppofc. 
Y noble Prefence, Wit, and fine Addrcfi, 
e Britijh and the Gallic Court confefe- 

Shape, and Vendom^% iparkling Eyc^ ^ 
ant PmV% gay Mien, and Bourbon^s M aj e $tt,> 
\ longer are admir'd, when Thou art by. j 
icre Nothing wants to juftifie my Flame, 
LC Statefmen grant, but a poor empty Name* 
d what's the gawdy Title of a King? 
hat folid Blifs can Rotai. Grandeur bring? 



When 



"When fhou art Ahikat, what's the Coart to Mei 

.■ ~ 4 

Bar tirefom State, and dulf Fcomality? 
The peaceful Joys of Innoceiice and Love. 

— ■ - ■ :ri 

V/rm thi Taafis of the lianovpr 9^!^^ : 
iy Mr. ffflLIPS. 

THE reigning Fair on polifli'd ChrjHKjffiiinc 
Enrich ourGlafles, and improve oUr 
The favourite Names we to pur Lips appl^^ ^ 
Indulge our Thoughts, and drink with Ejctade. ' 

While Thcfc, the chofch Beauties of oa!r tilr. 
Propitious on the Caufe of Freedom finile,* 
The rafh Pretender's Hopes we may delpif^ ^ 
And truft Britannia's Safety to thfcir Eyes. ' 



THE 
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THE 



LOVER'S PRAYER. 



E gentle Loves and foft Dcfires, 



That fen your own fentaftick Fires j 



And all your little Arts difdain? 

Dntouch'd fhe rambles up and down, 
■And Captivates the gazing Town 5 
[Where-e'er fhe cafts her wandringEyes, 
[in every Face they meet Surprize j 
In cv'ry Heart a Temple's rais'd, 
By cv'ry Tongue her Beauty's prais'ds 
While fhe, unkind, negleds a Seat, 
And thinks to Wander's to be Great, 
So the bold Macedonian Boy, 
Thought it was Godlike to deftroy : 




Why are ye fo unjuft to me. 
To leave Fair ISaccariffa free j 
To let her Triumph in my Pain, 



G 



Not 



Not knowing, that to truly Reign, 
Is \|et to e^nqu^V bat iildntaia'. 

O FemiSf Daughter of great ^0vr, 
Queen of BCftttty^ (^aieiAtS Jj&fei 
If e*er JUMf ble6*d yoiir Anat, 
If e*er yon revell'd in Chitttiis^ 
If e'er you kifi'd his ttXitig Efla, 
Or e*er devoured his iniVb^ Sig^^ 
Or e*er you did thofeToMMnts ptdft 
That wait upda ucgteftdd Lores 
Let this fair T5*mt feel ithy Paiter, 
The' Pro«f i^;aihft « GbUfea Shower. 
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P A NT HE 

By Mr. G AT. 

VyaNrHEj long had felt Love's plciOng 

Smart} .^^ 
And the itrong Pa0km rul'd her tender Hearty 
Ccmfoiting Glances had her Flame confeft^ 
bd told the fecret Aogailh of her Breafb % 
bjur'd AUscis faw the blufhing Maid, 
^ iaw, he fwore, he conquer'd and betray'd: 
bodier Love now calls hi&i fsom her Arois, 
IBs fickle Heart axx>ther Beauty warms $ 
ihofe Oaths oft whilper'd in Pantbea^s Ears, 
He now again to Galatea fwears. 
Seneath a Beech th^ abandoned Virgin laid, 
b grateful Solitude enjoys the Shades 
Phere with feint Voice (he br^ajh'd thefc moving 
Strains, 

¥hiie ^ghing Zephyrs Ihar'd her am'rous Pains. 
G z 



^ T O BT I C A L 

r Ah cruel Youth ! tho* Love thy Bofom jBic% 
Ahd now no Charms reign in Panthea^s Eyes^ 
Yet think, Akxis^ that thou once hail: known, 
A wretched Virgin by thy Vows undone 5 ^ 
Think how thy Looks and Tongue are form'd t 
And think yet more — that all my Fault wasLov< 
Ah, could you view me in this wretched State ! 
You might not Love me, but you could not Hate. 
Could you behold me in this confcious Shadc^ 
Where firft thy Vows, where firft my Love was paic 
Worn out with Watching, ilupid with Defpair, 
And fee each Eye fwell with a guihing Tear? 
Thofe Eyes, which oft you faid were to your Sight 
Grateful as Day, and welcome as the Light : 
Could you behold me on this mofly Bed, 
From my pale Cheek the lively Crimfon fled, • 
Which in my fofter Hours you oft have fwom. 
With i-ofic Beauty far out-blufh'd the Mom j 
Could you untouch'd this wretched Objcflr bear, 
And would not loft Panthea claim a Tear ? 
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ifou could hot (lire. — ^Tears from your Eyes would 
Sind unawares thy tender Soul reveal. ^ ^ 

Ah, no ! thy Soul with Cruelty is fraught, 

fo Tendemefi difturbs thy (avage Thought, 
loouer fliall Tygers Iparc the trembling Lambs, 
iod Wolves with Pity hear their bleating Dams j 
ooner fliall Vultures from their Quarry fly, 
ban fidfe Jlexis for Pantbea figh. 
liy Bofom ne'er a tender Thought confeft, 
ire ftubborn Flint hadi arm'd thy cruel Breaft j 
rt hardeft Flints are worn by frequent Rains, 
od the foft Drops diflblve their folid Veins j 
tliile thy relentlefi Heart more hard appears, 
nd is not foften'd by a Flood of Tears. 

Ah, what is Love ! Pantbea's Joys arc gone, 
cr Liberty, her Peace, her Reafon flown! 
ad when I view me in the watry Glaft, 
find Panthea now, not what flxc was, 

G } K% 



U ^"T^O Bt tCAL 

As Nmil^ eke new-blown Rofcs b)ift» 
And oil the Grouxid their fsdiog Rioim caft; 
As*tu3S^ comipt the rip'ning Grain, 

And of rt» Virfwc <p6il the biownfbl Pliin; 
So tort'iing Lore preys on the youthfiil Ficci. 
Aad Beanstjr Arif'ft t>f ^'ly BlocMnihg Gnfce. 

Come, gentle Steefi, tdiete thcfe wtary'd Eytti 
All Sorrow in thy feft Emhiwes tlios : 
Theh^ Iplte of all thy Vows, I lllfed 

Falthlds imguHfain^ Idndj^ 
Sometimes he leads me by liib mflcy «9tftetn. 
And pka&igly dehides me in Ay Dreamy' 
Sometimes he guides inc to die tfeciet Grbire, ■ 
Where all om* Looks, and all our Talk is Love: 
Oh, coiild f thus zox^mit each tediciiis Dtty, 
And in fweet Shxmbers dicam my Life away ^ 
ilut' Sleep \vhich flow no librciriirm ft 
To my (lid Soul the dto Doecit ide^es. ^ 



. ■ ■ ■ * 

Why dp thiB Wooiii; ffComi with \;r^U^ Lays? 
Why docs the Rofe her gratefiil Fragrance yield, 
And yellQw iQowjfUps pw^t the finiliiog Fkdd ? ^ 
Why. do-thq Stt^ams with jpiyr^i'riag Mufick floyr, 
Aod why do Graves their fricqdlyS^e b^ftow?, 
Let fable Cloudy the chearfMl Sun dpSs^ 
Let f^oumfiil SileQ!^ f^igfi the feathered Rac«^ 
No more, ye Rofes, gft^iff^ Fng^^ncjc j^eld. 
Droop, droop^ ye 0>wi}ip6, in th^ blaftedFi44(^ 
Stand ftill,ye munn^nng Streams, 90 los^ ^w^, 
And let not Groves a firiendly Shade beftow: 
With .fympathizing Grief let Nature mourn. 
And never know the youthful Spring's return : 
For my jikxis from, the Plains is gone. 
And with him all Pambea's Joys are flown. 

Why fport the skipping Lambs in yonder Plain ? 
Why do the Birds their^ tunefiil Voices ftrain? 



G4 



Wby frisk thofe Heifers m the cooling Grove? 
^^fecir happier is ignoni^ of Love. * V V 

Oh ! lead me to fome melancholy Cave, 
To luH riiy Sorrows in a living Qravej • . ?, 
From the dark Rock where cfaihing Waters faU^ 
And creeping Ivy hangs the craggy Wall, 
'Wher6 I may wafte in Tears my Hours away,^^ 
'And never know the Seafons or the Day. ^- .L 
Dye, dye, Pambea "^Qic this hateftd Groyc^ m 
For what is Iiife ^thouc the Swain I low?' ^ 
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TOWN E C L O G U E. 

By the fame Hand. 

NOW Pbosbus rok% and with his early Beams 
Wak*d flumbring Delia from her ^leafing 
Her Wiihcs by her Eoncy werefiipply-d, ^ r^^^.i 
And in her Sleep the Nuptial Knot was ty'd. 
With fecrct Joy flie few the Morning Ray 
Chequer the Floor, and through the Curtains play 5 
That happy Mom that lhall her Blifi compleat, 
And all her Rivals envious Hopes defeat. 
In hafte fhe rofe > unmindful of her Pray'rs, 
Flew to the Glafi, and praftis'd o*er her Airs : 
Her ncw-fet Jewels round her Robe are plac'd. 
Some in a Brilliant Buckle bind herWaiftj 



Somc i^und her Neck a circling Light difphy. 
Some in ^er Hmt diilbfe a ^;r«nbliQgRayi 
The Silver Knot overlooks the Mechknh^cCj 
And adds becoming Beauties to her Face : 
Brocaded Flaw'rs o'er thf gay Mi^toc ^}u^^ 
And the rich Stays her Taper Shape confine i 
Thus all her Drefi exerts a graceful Pride^ 
And fpwting jUoves funouisd ikC expc^Nnglfiide, 
For Jk^bm iv>w attmds the bluihiqg Miid^ 
Before the Prieft their (blema Vaw« paids 
Dapbms^ for whom lb many Ladies fight 
Wifh of each Hearts Delight of ey'jy Eyei 
This Day which e^ds at once all DeM% Caref, 
Shall fwell a thoufand Eyes with fecret Tears. 
Cealr, jlran;Ma^ npw no longer Grieve, 
Thou ne'er from Ffymen canft the Youth retrieve. 
Why then in vain will Arammta mourn ? 
Beftow thy Love where thou mayft hope Return. 
But ftill the wretched Maid no Comfort k»ow^ 
And with Rcfentment cherifties her Woesj 



le piflcs^ mim tficfe mournful Strains, 
^hms' Vows, and her own Fate complaii 
as it for this 1 fparkicd at the Play^ v 1 

d loitcrM in tht Mini whole Hmiis away? loA 
hen if thy Chariot in the Circle /hone^ ^0 

fntftiral Paflion by dur Looks was known : 
hroughtlttegay Cioi3i?f4 mywatrhftil Glances flrw*,'^ 
Wliere-e*€r 1 pafs thy grateful Eyes purltie, 

faith lefs Youth! too well you law my Pain j 
Eyes the Language of the Soul explain. 

ThinJci DaphniSj think that fcarce five Days . 
Since in mine Ears thofe treach'rom Things yoii fairf ? \ 
How did you praifc my Shape and graceful Air! ^' 1 
And Woman thinks all Compliments Gncere. ^^"^ j 
Did not thy Tongue in Raptures fpeak thy Flamtf^''^ j 
And in foft Sighs breach Aramintah Name? J 
Didft thou not then with Oaths thy Paffion prove^^ 1 
And with an awful trembling, fay — -I loye? ] 
Ah faithlefs Youth ! too well you /aw my Pain 9^ A 
^6t tiyes the Language of the Soul explain* 1 



Sure thou canft well recall that fatal Nighty 
When fubele liove &rQ; entcr'4 at my Sight: 

. When in the Dance I was thy Partner QhoCc^ 
Gods! what a JEUfKwre in my BoTom 
My trembling Hand my fudden SlmQc cotik&'d^^ 
My glowing Checks a wounde4 Heart eiqpreii^di 

;My IiDoks fpofee LwQi whilf yon with aofw[ring 
In killing (Jhnces made as IwkIR^ 
Think, Dapbnis^ think, what tender Things you Hid, 
Think what Confuiion all my Soul betray'd^ 
You caird my graccM Prefeqice Cynthia's Air, 
And when I fiing the Sj/rm charm'd your Ear} 
How did thy Flattery my weak BojiQm move^ 
When in each Whifper flew a Gale of Love ! 
But Daphnis now bath forfeited his Truth, 
And Marriage Bonds confine the perjured Youth. 

Ah faithlefs Youth ! too well you Aw my PaiQ^ 
For &^cs the Language of the 3ojil e^ipUin. 
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Whene'er I drefi'd, my Maid, who knetr my 
Chcrifh*d my Paflion with thy lovely Name s 
Thy Pi^Pore in her Talk fo lively grew. 
That thy dear Image rofe before my View j ^ 
She dwelt whole Hours upon thy Shape and Mien, 
And wounded Delia' % Fame to footh my Spleen : 
When ihe beheld me at the Name grow pale. 
Strait to thy Charms ihe chang'd her artful Tale 3^ 
^ And when thy matchlefsCharmswerequite run o'er, 
I bid her tell the pleafing Tale once more. 
Oh, .Dapbtdst from thy JramiMa fled ! 
Oh, to my Love for ever, ever Dead ! 
Like Death, his Nuptials all my Hopes remove, 
Aod ever part me from the Man I love. 

Ah feithlefe Youth ! too well you faw my Pain j 
For Eyes the Language of the Soul explain. 

O might I by my cruel Fate be thrown. 
In feme Retreat far from this hateful Town! 



^1 r-mu^E^^i^WLV. 

Vai0 l»*ft4lil« gtoing Bqm>ige^ Aiiicli, j 
Let happki«^M)^^^tkl!rfe^^^^^j^ i 
JAcj let (bmc' ncktncholjr Sliadcfiiii om^' ' * 
Where not thc^Print of Human Stq> is ft^d« 
In tbe gay D^e mj Feet no mcMre ihall move, 
Bdt bear me Ikintty through the londy Gt(ivc!j^>^ 
Nb more thefe iHbmds fhall o*er thd Spinfiat Imind, 
And from the keeping StringfCall (bri3i tlie15diiitk^'i 
Miriick adieu, ferewel IfaBan Acts, " 
Tilt Crocking fUreM nb^ 
Involv'd in l^ought on fotoc old Trunk f tefi^^" * 
A^id think how ^Mminti^ once was bleft ^ ~ 
There o'er and o'er thy Letters I pcrufc, 
And all my Grief in one kind Sentence lofe, 
Some tender Line by chance my Woe beguiles, 
And on my Cheek a fliort-liv'd Pleaiure finiles) 
But Sorrow foon myBofom will regain. 
And tdl rac all thofc Oaths and Vows were vain. 
For Dnfhnh m>w the G$rdi$m Krot hath ty*d. 
Nor Force nor Cunning can the Band divide. 
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'Abf^ihkfs Toutb! too well you faw my Pmy 
For J^s the LangMge of the Soul explMn. 



WOMAN. 



O W thus it is when tender Virgins bum, 



^ ^ And feci the fiery God within their Veins i 

I They aflfea the downy Chin, and rofie Cheeky 
And like the Youth that's Baihfiil as themfelves. 
But when Experience and ripe Years bring Know- 
Then with u W4i7%^>^ind flharpDifccmment,^^^^?^' 
They chufe a Man of faultlefs Shape and Features, 
Able of Limbs, and fprightly in his Looks, 
That can both raifc and (atisfie Defircs. 
Him to Allure they have a Thoufend Arts, 
Deep in their kind, as thofe of Matchiavel. 
I With fiich an One they wifh to fpend their Days, 
With fuch an One an Age were fcarce a Day ! 
In Junketting, and Song, and frollick Dance, 
And reftlds Mirth th' uaweary'dDay they'll pafs, 
4^d longcft Winter Nights are then too ftiort. 

/ 




But quickly comes Old Age, forlorn, fbriaken, 
Which cannot Love, becauie not lov'd again: 
Then 'tis they will approve the homely .€^|gc^ 
And pay him Wages ftinted to his Merit ; 
For Looks and Beauty they have finall Regard^ 
But value Shoulders of prodigious Size, 
Thick ihiitting Calves, a black and ftubbed Beard, 
Which, newly fhom, looks Blue about the Oiin. 
Thus Women love in their declining Years 5 
And thefe the Charms which win that brittle Sex. 
But as for teaming, and ihc Skill of ArC^ • - F 
(Bright Ornaments of Life, the Gift of Heaven) 
Know, tho' a Man knew all that's to be knoWnj 
Could challenge Phoebus^ and the tuneful Nine j I 
Could fo Exalt himfelf by vigorous Thot^ht, ^ 
That in the Trances of fweet Contemplation, ''■ ' 
He were all Soul and pure Intelligence ' : ' 
This Man would they defpife of all Mankind 4 
And could no more be brought with him to joyii 
In Holy Wedlock's Bands, or otherwife,- 
TJinii Angels to inform -an Earthly Clod. 
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THE 

COURT of VENUS 

FROM 

CLAUDIA N, 

Being Fart of the Epithalamium on Hono- 
rias and Maria. 

BylAx.EUSDEN. 

IN the iain'd Cyprian Ifle a Mountain ibmds, 
'That cafts a Shadow into difbnt Lands. 
Iityain Acce(s by Hitman Feet is try'd, 
Itai lofty Brow looks down with noble Pride 
Onboumeous Niky thro' feven wide Channels Ipread, 
And ices old Proteus in his Oozie Bed. 
Along its Sides no hoary Frofts prefiime 
To blaft the Myrtle ShnAs, or nip the Bloom. 
The Winds with caution fweep the rifingFlowTs, 
While balmy Dews defcend, and vernal Show'rs. 



V$ P 6 E TI C A L 

The ruling Orbs no Wintry Horrors bring, 
Fix'd in th' Indulgence of Eternal Spring. 
Unfading Sweets in Purple Scenes appear. 
And genial Breezes foften all the Year. 
The nice, luxurious Soul, uncloy'd, may rove, 
From Pleafores ftill to circling Pleafures move. 
For endlefs Beauty kindles endlcfs Love. 

The Mountain, when the Summit once you gain. 
Falls by degrees, and finks into a Plain; 
WHere the pleas'dEye mayflow'ryMeadi Isrchold 
Enclosed with branching Oar, and Kedg'd with Gold. 
Or where large Crops the gcn'rous Glebe fiipplib. 
And yellow Harvefts, unprovoked, arife. 
For by mild Zephyrs lann'd, 'the teeming Soil - 
Yields ev'ry Grain, nor asks the Peafant'if Toil. ''■ 
Thefe were the Bribes,the Price of Hcav'nlyCharlns, 
Thefe Cytherea won to Fukan's Arms. 
For fuch a Blifs he fuch a Gift beftow'd, - 
The rich, th' immortal Labours of a God. 

A 
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A Sylvan Scene, in iblemn Stajte difplay'd, 
Fkttcrs c^ch feather'd Warbler with a Shade 3 
But here no Bird its Painted Wings can move, 
Unleft eleded by the Queen of Love. 
•Ere made a Member oi^ this tuneful Throngs 
^hc hcax^ theSongfter^ and approves the Song. 
TTlit joyous Vi£tors hop from Spray to Spray, 
The vanquilh'd fly with momnful Notes away. 

Branches in Branches twin'd compofethe Grove, 
And fhoot, and ipread, and blofTom into Love. 
The trembling Palms their mutual Vows repeat, 
And bending Poplars bending Poplars meet. 
The diftantPlatanes feem to prefe more nigh. 
And to the fighing Alder, Alders figh. 
Blue Heav'ns above them finile, and all below 
Two murmuring Streams in wild Meanders flow. 
This, mix'd with Gall, and that, like K[jpney, fweet, 
But ah! too foonth* unfriendly Waters meet! 



H z Stecij'd 
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Steep'd in tdtefc Springs (if Vcric Belief can g^J) v 
JFlie^ Darts of Love their double PowV attain . 
jf^ce all Mankind a bitter Sweet have founds 
A painful Pleafure, and a grateful Wound. 

Along the graflie Banks in bright Arrajr . r ,j 
Teh thoufand little Loves their Wings difplay* , 7., 
Qut^er^ and Bows their ufual Sport proclaim,,., -r 
T'hfeir Drefs, their Stature, and their Looks the j&i^e : 
"Smiling in Innocence, and ever young. 
And tender^ as the Nymphs, from whom they Iprung . 
^ or Venus did but boaft one only Son, 
And rode Cupid was that boafted One. 
He, uncontroul'd, thro' Heav'n extends his Sway, 
And Godsj and Goddefles by turns obey: 
Or if he ftoops on Earth, great Princes burn, 
Sicken onThronesjand wreath'd withLawrels moui*n. 
Th' inferior Pow'rs o'er Hearts inferior reign. 
And pierce the rural Fair, or homely Swain. 



Here 
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Here Love's imperial Pomp is fpread around j^^^ 
Voluptuous Liberty, that knows no.B6und,' 
And fudden Storms of Wrath, which foon decline, 
And midnight Watchings o*er the Fucaes of Wine 3 
Unartful Tears, and heAick Looks, that fhow 
With filent Eloquence, the Lover's Woe 5 
Bpldnefs unfledg'd, and to ftol'n Raptures new, 
HaLP trembling ftands, and fcarcely dares purfue j 
Fcaiv that delight, and anxious Doubts of Joy, 
Which check our fwelling Hopes, but not dcftroy ; 
And fliort^breath'd Vows, forgot, as foon as made, 

^n airy Pinions flutter thro* the Glade j 
Youth, with a haughty Look, and gay Attire, 
And rolling Eyes, that glow with foft Defire, 

'■ Shines forth exacted on a pompoms Scat, 
While fullcn Cares, and withered Age retreat. 

Now from afar the Palace feems to blazci 
And hither would extend its golden Rays j 



But 
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But by .Rcfleiaion of the Grove is feen 
The Gold ftill vary*d by a waving Green. 
For Mulciher with fecret Pride beheld, 
"How for his Skill all Human Wit excelPd 5 
And, grown uxorious, did the Work defign 
To fpeak the Artift, and the Art divine. 
Proud Columns, tow'ring high,fupport the Frame, 
That hewn from Hyacintbian Quarries came. 
The Beams are Em'ralds, and yet fcarce adorn 
The Rubie Walls, on which themfelves are bom. 
The Pavement, rich with Veins of Agate, lies. 
And Steps, with fhining Jafpers flipp'ry, rife. 

ttere Spices in Parterres promifcuous blow. 
Not from Arabia's Fields more Odours flow. 
The wanton Winds thro' Groves of Caflia play. 
And fteal the ripen'd Fragrancies away. 
Here, with its Load the mild Amomum bends. 
There, Cinnamon in rival Sweets contends. 



A 
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A rich Perfume the ravifli'd Senlcs fills, 
While from the weeping Tree the Balm diftills. 

At thefe delightful BowVs arrives at laft 
The God of Love, a tedious Journey paft : 
Then fhapcs his Way to reach the Fronting Gate, 
Doubles his Majefly, and wallcs in State. 
It chanc'd, upon a radiant Throne reclin'd, 
P^ems her golden Trefles did unbind : 
Proud to be thus employed, on either Hand 
Th' Idalian Sifters, ranged in order, ftand. 
Ambrofial Eflcnce one beftows in Show'rs, 
And lavifhly whole Streams of Ne£tar pours. 
With Iv*ry Combs another's dextVous Care 
Or curls, or opens the diflicvel'd Hair. 
A third, induftrious with a nicer Eye, 
Inftruds the Ringlets, in what Form to lie : 
Yet leaves fome few, that, not fo clofely preft. 
Sport in the Wind, and wanton from the reft. 



Sweet 



Sweet Negligence! by artful Study wrought, 
.V^waefiil eItoc^ a4d ii lfii;fe|jfi?adt: ^r 
The Judgment of the Glafe is here unknown. 
Here Mirrors are fiipply'd by ev^ry Stone. 
Where-e'ei* tftc Goddds tarn% her Im^e Iklls, 
And a new Fenus dances on the Walls. 
Now, wliiie Jhc did her fpotiefi Fom &rv€y,^^ | 
Pltas'd with Love's Empire, and almighty 'SWajf 
She fpy'd her Soil, and fir*d with eager Joy ^ ' 
Sprung forwards, and embraced the Fav'titt/ abyi\ 

' ■ ■■ : ---a^v ill 

: — ^ — '■ -v- 

0» a Handfome Woman with a fine VokM^ 
but very Covetous and Troud. 

S O bright is thy Beauty, fo charming thy Soi^, 
As had drawn both the Beafts and their ISr- 
fhtus along 5 ' 
But fiich is thy Avarice, and fiich is thy l^rid^' 
That the. Beafts muft have Ikrv'd, and tht Poet \ 
have dy'd. 

Verses 



Ve r s e s feat to a a d y> 

_WITH THE 
TR AGD Y of CATO. 

IN ¥W% ,O.Hcav*nly Maid, do I perufc . . 
^ .vThvMtftrufliycLaboun of thcTi^ickMufe, , 
If C^d^ft Yimiccaiinotcurc my Soul, 
A9idjsiU:the jarriog PaffioDs diere controul: 
In vain— but Ah ! what Arguments can prove 
Sufficient to' irieirft the Force of Love.- 
JlitLrn Hk^ Marcus in th' ixdpetuous Fire i 
Like him I languifti with the fond Defires 
|4^^ him I groan beneath th* uncafie Weight, 
.^ndjj .eY'n.like him defpairing, wilh my Fate. 
Could you with Lucia's Eyes behold my Pain, 
Then 3¥fo,uld you fcive to foften your Difdain : 
.jVly anxiQU3 Griefs your tender Breaft would move, 
And raifc Compaflion, where they coiild hot Love. 



/ 



But lo bright Mar da! fee, relentlefe Fair : 

Jta Catd*% Daughter thy whole felf appear. 

In thee, alas ! her lovely Virtues ihinc^ 

Her Charms, her Heav'nly Beauties all are thine 5 

And whilft in moving Numbers is difplay'd, 

Jnba^s foft Paffion for the glorious Maid, 

Think ^rou behold yoiu" Lover proftrate lie, ' 

Ih tendcreft Accents think you hear , me Sigh : ' 

Then, then be kind— andonmySufF*rihgsfiniIi^, 

As geh'rous Marcia pity'd Juha^s Toil. 

Thou, .in whom all the Rmati Virtues dwell, • 

Let not the Mercy thine excel i 

Since Love like thit of Juha fills my Brealt, ^ ^ 

Let me at length with equal Joys he bleft^ 



THE 
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T n E 



S P R I N G. 



HEI^T 'wintiy Bla(U and ruffling Storms 



V r AndNaturc kindles up her genial Fires 
When the gay Park puts on a Uvely Greens 
Clariffa there in all her Charms is feen. 



Her glowing Bloom confeft the youthful Spring: 
0*er her ftain'd Cheeks Vermillion Blufbes ranj 
A Goddels moved* And Fkrio thus began. 

See, fee, Clarijfa^ how thefe Meadows rife 
In all their flow'ry Pride, and v^ed Dies ! 
How on thofe Trees the Orient Bloflbm blows, 
And yonfmooth Amber Stream in Silence flows! 
Here the tall Elm frdm falling Rains defends : 
The Lime Tree there a grateful Fragrance fends. 



[expire. 




Her fparkling Eyes did double Lufbre brings 



Above, 



io8 ^ "POETICAL 

Above, fee ffildfd Trafts and Chryflal Skies: 
Be^w,, ^y^Lan^^ ycrdant Scenes ariie j 
The veidant Scenes, rcfl?aing madctt Light, 
Soften the Profpe6t, and refrefh the Sight. 

I; . ..1 

And now, yon Clouds in pearly Currents' flow. 
And glancing Sun-beams paint the gaudy Bow, 
Whofe coloured Tra&s, obfcurdy wafUng, die, 
Vamiihthe Earth, and purge the middle Sky. 

"The wafting Air, fmghteid with Spices, comes ^ 
With every Breath we draw in rich Pcrfiunes : ^ 
The left Serene in every Feature Ihines : 
The Heart beats joyous, and the Head refines : 
The fpri^htly Limbs their fpringing Vigour fhow; 
In fwifter Tides thc^ancing Spirits flow ; 
The (welling Fluid wantons in the Vein; 
And gay Ideas play about the Brain : 
Each Organ labours to exert its Power. 
And Life exults, and Nature fallies o'ejr. 

Inform 
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Inform mc, fair one, whence thefe Symptoms rife j 
Wh)^ jpant^ the Breaft ^ Why languilh thus the Eyes ? 
What nidkes the Maid to blufh? The Youth to ftarl? 
Whence are thefe Extafies and Pangs of Heart ? 
Js it pot Nature's Call foft Joys to prove? 
Means not Life ? And what means Life but Love ? 

Here, his Voice failing, as his Rapture rofcy 
In moving Silence JFJmo figh'd his Vows : 
When to his Heart the refluent Spirits came. 
With riling Joy he urg'd his heightened Flame, 

Hear, how mild Zephyr fooths the amorousBrcaft ! 
Hear him, like me, in dying Murmurs wafte! 
See, how the Birds, thro' all the fhady Seats, 
Fill up the Melody, and wooe their Mates ! 
The Birds, the Beafts a gentle Fury moves. 
Thro' the wide Air and Eanh to feck their Loves, 
The glow of Love in every Bofom reigns, 
And every Maid diflblves in melting Pains. 



Even in thy Breaft more tender Pafficnis ri^^ 
And rpread imufual Softnds d^cr thy Eyes : 
A florid Bloom fits on thy lipen^d Chaisais, 
And lambent Youthful Heat each Beauty warms^* ' 
The VemalSoul^ difiiis'd thto' aU^ invites : 
To fweetim Q^^5 Joyi with 

Soon as the trembUngNymph heard Hymen nam'd } 
Her Warmth redoubled^ axid her WiQi^ 
Her ravilh'd Heart leaped upj Ihe joy'd to^^mf^^ 
She might be.ftridly good^ a$4 fondly. |ujQi^; 
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lit 



TO A 

PAINTER 

U P O N H I S 

£)r^iyw^ ^1 Lady's Picture. 

So fair a Semblance of (o fair a Face, 
What Hand but thine fuccefifully could trace? 
To blended Colours ib much Beauty give, 
As might a Lover's careful Eyes deceive. 
On the dark Canvais fee Dalinda rife, 
Whilfl every Senfc confefles its Surprize : 
So beauteous Cynthia darts a radiant Light 
Thro' gloomy Clouds, and gilds the fable Night. 



SONG. 



That CTer gracM th* Areadtm Plauv 
Fair £f lovM, nor lov'd m Vain. 

m 

Ifynett & warraiitca b(a^litl 
But ftiU the-§uh, with haterf Ligtt^' 'i'^"^ 

Deferr'd the Pleafures of the Night. v^^a\ 

:•• • ••• -.r- % InA 

To eafe his Pain his Htttip he ftrung. 
And charm'd the Wain of -Kight along,' i *j 
With his foft harmoflSbtu Song. . ' ; ^ r. vv 3,'.»t 

PbathuSi Ruler of the Day, . > i-Vv wi*: 
Swiftly drive the Hours awayj 
In the Ocean drop th^Ljght, ; ,; ,,y/ 

And haften on the laiy ISli^t,. ... ..^^ . ^- ;j 

II. ir 
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n. 

If c'dr Aou hcanfft a Lover's Vow, 

f^^sb^s Pbmbm hear me now% 

Since thou, who art the Sun, hafl known 
LoYC'sl^ircs bum fiercer than thine own. 

III. 

And when, by my Entreaties bow'd. 
Thou iet'ft in yonder Evening Cloudy 
In fieHs Bofbm thou may^ft lie. 
And pixft the Day to CeMs Eye. 

IV. 

To her bright Look thy Rays will be. 
But what Jttrora is to Thee : 
Envy {hall make Thee later rife, 
fixA own the Conqucft of her Eyes. 

WiA fuch foft Mufick did the Swain 
» Love's tormenting C3«m complain, 

I That 



To Cff/i^>,i^rm« €b6tk S^r^f/tm cpr^j- .= c 1 
And in thei^i-^acgM^is tlf^^f s J^aitViT ort'I' 

A Refufe to patronize licentious Lovej 
And yet difdain not kindly to Inlpirc 
The Man, whofe Breaft contains a purer Fire. 
To foul, difhonour'4 Luft, the.Bafllfiil Mufc 
Will every Pray't an4 ev'r^ Wilh refufe. 
Not fo to him, who in his Virgin Lays 
The fpotlefs Image of his Soul difplays. 
Then the chafle Goddefi prefent to his View 
Stands fbrtlr confcfli cior need? he once purl&c. 

Unask'd 



Unask'd fhe in^irts iM wfch the ilimifid Ait^ 
To footh the Mild,' toA dlpfivat^-tiie lleart; ' 
'this I aiteil^. ^adt'I hs^oS^ kSthra' ^ 
*the TruA of Swhit, by the .Mi^'^wiii '^^^ 
For ifTome Lov6 Ids Noble were my Song^ 
The &ultriiig Numbeis dy'd upon my Tongue; 
Bttt^ iair JmUa^ Wh(m Thee t ling. 
Then. all the Muieft the^ Affiftance brings 
WieE^liiri^tfidtfgbtf fln!^ &dh iiae^ «> 

i^'d to homttiSae bffght I>e%n, > 
^hich'bdus the Luiixe of a K^e like xSaxoii^ J 
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K 2 5 : f D 

IN 

' Mtitlon^^^^ of MUin^ 

-■: .;. .r-,:.;- h . 

D'jplwftijivho in thin0 evly Bloom oftYeifth, 
: :(ThD* dark the Path, tho* rugged is ch« 

Didft labour up the Hill of Heavenly Truth, 
By Glory led, impatient of Delay j 
And now among thofe few moft eminent art fcen. 
That tread the Turf of that Immortal Green. 

Ar'tjius! in whofe Breaft the Heav'nly Mufe, 
(Such is her Care of Godlike Minds, like thine) 
The Spirit of each Perfection did infufe 
That graces /'^(r^wj^, stf4 the tuneful Nii^^ 

Thou 
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Thou wondrous Youtl^ny -artlefi Numbers guide, 

HI. 

E^v^n as thatlxusigC) whicli Prmetbeus made, 
when uninformed with that CclefKal Fire, 
Upon the Ground a lenfelels Lump was laid, 
^rligpfflifea^Dil^tie di^ Motion firft ib^iir^. ^ ^.^ 
Sc^ me^'H^ this low £dith thou iirit did^hr^^ 
^d animate with thy idpiring Praife, 



'When fliall wc meet \ and when wilt thou reftqrc 
To me: the Sunfhine of a friendly Smile ? 
When fliall we turn to Joy each (bllcn Hour, 
And with fweetTalk our various Cares beguile? 
Whc5 fb^ we, charm'd with thofe dear Joys wc 
' ' fcel^... 

Let gray-cy'd Morn on Night unheeded ftcal t 



I 3 N .'W^'cv 



Ill ^ ^0E7lC4t ! 

Then^ fliall the burning Hearth wScH cKeiar- 
tiil Blaze, , " 

Diflblve the Froit^ aod chilling Winter's Coi^. ' 
The rparUJiig Wine HiaO fini&-viQ^'4 Fflnc|r 
And cyery Faculty of Jpy iwfitld* C^^^ 
Then 6om rh« vell*tuQ'4 Hsirp U>h Sot^ Audi 

flrilce the Ear, 
And warble in fiiblirp^r jKf(}tcs thr S^)Stf9 Air. 

VI. 

So ihali jche wintry M|hmes cheaMil pals. 

Until FavoniuSf with his Breath, infpirc 

Each gentle Youth, and every blooming Lais 

To feel returning Love, and foft Defirc ?' 

'Till, crown'd witliRofes, new-born Spring appear, 

3pring, the fweet, purple Dawn and Mornine of 

[the Year, 

VIL 

If thee, Jrijius^ fuch Delights can pleafe, 
■^jLoic not th' Enjoyment of the prefcnt Hour 5 

Let 
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f/ T if f f 

' . " " ■■ - - ' . r." : .'U ^5n0Oi^ or 

Being Part of the XIHth Book of HOMERS 

iTi^^ Beginning of this Book difmhes the Paj[tijiifg> ^ 
Ulyifts from Phaacia 5 with the Gifts of Alpnou^ 
to his Gueft % and bis taking Ship fi^ ^inf M 
CoMntryAthw^u, ' 

HE Sun defcending, the Phaacian Tiriiih *^ 
Spread their broad -Sails^ arid : ISimch" into 
the Main : 

At once they bend, and fliilcc their cqudl Oaw, 
And IcdsTB ihflilSiiking Hills,' tod leis'ititag Sh^es. 
-^.1 . • ^ While 




While on tl^: Deck tfleObikT in Silence lies^ 
Ajc^^eafi^Sluml^ 1^ uj/b^ hisj^es. ^\ 
Asfiery Couriers in the rapidlUce, 
Urg;'d by fierce Drivers'tntb' the dufly Spape, 
^ofi tf^ h^ jH[eads, ^ fc6i»'along 
So mounts the bounding VdTel o'er the Main: 
Back tp the St^ th^e parted Billows flowj^ 
And tOT%lact6ceari foams and roart beloV* 

Thus with fpfcad ^Si Ihe wiAged Gaily flics ; 
pt^JwiRJlm^JS^ Ijqui^^^kies : 

jybiini^IT^es was her |Sacred Load^ 
H ftito'fn Wifdbitt^^ to a Go<$. " ^ 

l?fj||i^^ Ipng, a»<i,nMghty:Toik,.!ie borci 
In Storms by Sea, and Combats on the Slibrt ; ' 
AU p^t^hir,^ Steep 5low baim 
"JKfppt jst^i^pleafii^ 4e^g^ and diath^lrkp. Ref^ 

Bu&(qrlM»:tih^ rifi^ Stat^ ^ 
Yl.l^QjS^ip^^^^ thcMuihingrMorn,: 



Like cUAuit Gmds the MaAio^i fiirvcy '^'^njja 
Th' cmergiojg HiUs mA Rock* rf jSrilww - A jrS 
Far from the Town, a fpacioas Port appears, 
Sacred toPb$rcyf Pow'r, whofe Name it ht^fs^ 
Two craggyRocks, projcfkkig'to the MaJ^;^ '^^^ 
The roarii^ Witids tcmpeftuoro Rage rdftrfte^^^ 
Within, the Wares in foftcr MtiranOT gfidb^^. 'E)nA 
And Ship* fecure without their Hanlfcrs ti^cf." 
High at the Head a branching Olive grows, ' ^'^ 
And crowns the pointed OiUSi with ibady 
Beneath, a gjoomy GrflW^ V cool Receig ^ ; . ' 
Delights the Nereids of the neighboring Seas 5 
Where Bowls and Urns were form'd of living ^torie^ 
Anid maffic Beams in native Marble fhwie, vl 
On which the Labours of the Nymphs wcrerblP^jT 
Their Webs Divine of Purple mix'd with GiM V 
Within the Cave, the cluftring Bees attend- "■ '"^ 
Their Waxen Works, or from the Roof depend/5 
Perpetual Waters o'er the Pavement glide s ^ "^^^"^-^J^ 
Two Marble Doors unfold on either fide 3 
; : Sacred 



Sacied the ^ vl^Ii Qodt <ielcetKl> . J 
ButMoftMl»«ccrMdvN()cMM»nE«M^ r 

(The c^qc^ed Keel divides the yellow Sand) 

^sJfiht ^Wf^ ^ his Gweh thgy hwct 
And gpd^ |^'4 Him 40 fhe Rtwky Sii«rex 

Sfoi^g from Theft;; Then launch'd theB«i))|L 
Andtugg'd cheirOan, and iiicafui^dbju^cheMMifl 

.nftiww.'^M^ in hii Country Uy^ . f%t 
Releis'd from Sleep i find round him ixught fikirey W 
XfiCiftslkiury Skore^ and rowUngSea« • 
Yet/bad hill Mind) tbro' tedious Abicoce^ loil 
The dear Rjemcmbrance of his Native Coaft 5 
Beiidet Mimrv4 to fccunc her Care, 
Diffused aiviind a Veil of thickca'd Air : 
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For To the Gods ordain'd, to keep uiifeen ^ 
His Royal Perfon from his Friends and Queei^ 
Till the proud Suitors, for their Crimes, aflford 
An ample Vengeance to her injur'd Lord. 



Now all the Land another PrdpeA bor^" T * 
Another Port appeared, another Shore^ 
And long-coritinu'd Ways, and winding FIo<^^ 
And unknown Moxmtains, crown'd with uhknowb 
Woods. 

Pcnfive and flow, with fudden Grief bpprcft. 
The King arofe, and beat his careful Breaft^ 
Caft a long Look o'^er all the Coaft and Main, 
And fought around his Native Realm in vain j 
Then with efcfted Eyes ftood fix'd in Woe, 
And, as he fpoke, the Tears began to flow. 

Yc Gods (he ciy'd) upon what barren Coaifl:, 
In what new Region is UlyJ/es toft ? 



J 

.:-\ 



PolTdl 



Poflift wild Barbadans fictcc inpArqwi? //^ 
Or Mcn|^^hofe B^^ tmisr Pity wannfr? q ' ? 
Wliere.,ffiaU this Treafiire ; now in Stfety li^ ? , f 
And whither,, whither Jts fiul O^ner flic? ^ : a 
Ah why did I jfldnous* Grace implore ? 
Ah wh^^fo;fl^e Pbaacia^s happy Shprc ? - 
Some jufter Prince parhaps had entertained, \ 
And iafe^^re^'d mc to my Native Land. - a 
Is this.die ]^nMs*d, long expefted Cpaftf 
And this the Faith Pb^eacia's Princes boaft ? 
Oh righteon&^Gods ! o£ all the Great, how few 
Are juft^fdlleav'n, and to their Promife true ! , 
But He ^he Pow'r, to whofe AU-fceiag Eyes 
The Deeds of Men appear without Diiguife, 
'Tis his alopc, t'avenge the Wrongs I bears 
For ftiU th' Oppreft are his peculiar Care,: 
To count xhck Pre/ents^2nd from thence to prove 
Their IR^ith^ is mine i the reft belong to ypve. 
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Then 0» tke San^ he fstogfd Hi* tMattl'jf'Slii^ 
TheOoU, tke-Veftsy theTri|K«ds'lM(it>e^ff'(^ei^ 
All tfadb he found, but itiO, lA Ettor lo^ 
Plibonfdkcc he waiidos en tbe Coaft ; ' '^^ 
Sighs for hi» CoueCry \ mi hnsMms afi^ ' ' ' 
To the deaf Rocks, add ho«rfi»-te(b(ndteg llAtiii' 
Whenky! tlM Gu^»Ooddefto£tfae W'ij^|V/ 

Celeftial Pailasyfhtid bsfote bis £yK»| 
In fhow i. ytsittb&l Swai% of Verm iMm, • ' '^ 
Who feetn'd de&coded ftosi ibmePtilM^ftiiil}!' 
A graceful Robe her flcades Boi^ dfiell^ \? ■ 
Around hcrShonlders flct»r the wa^klg Vefti " ^ 
Her decent Hand a Ihini^ JsJV'lin bortf, ■ - 

And painted Sandals on hcf Feec ihe vr(Si»: 
To whom the Kii^ : Whoe'er 6£Hmel(i tbie(t^' 
Thou art, thit wandcr'ft in thiff defert Jiafii?, ' ' 
With Joy to thee, as fo fome G<Jd, 1 bell* ' ' 
To thee my Treafiiies and my J^f coafifWrtdV 
O tell a Wretch, in Exile doom'd to ftray, 
What Air I breath, what Country Ifurvey? 

The 
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Airiv'ft ibquk^ i SHaueapat w-oiibfNsnOK^' 
%Tl^Xe^:mykgiii not to tho& tAwmii^ - - 
Whd^ PUs «IQ W^^a hf tte tiih^ SmS 
Nor tbofe> t]HGfdM'4ll)aKadi hfeutflki&i^ll^i^ ' 

Xh!^jni£^^,Sdl allows no leyd Space 

For iSjiia^'Omm*9^. orMbtnjpiA Roctff -"^ 

Yet imt;JQD^i>Befitii> to ti^^ - 

Suffias» Fi^^ tor tkft fiMdIiig GeuXi ■ 

The lodM^Tttest f Beic vadsur Kntb' pmdocey ' 

A^£^|p^i^Giftp» arffenll a gn^i«iaB!jQie«> 

Woo4f;i^iiQi<«kr Ji)^^ «Ktkt 

The bq|vi$i^ .G«stt9iaiad^ Insking IfeylfeKjoW} 

Soft E^pa^Hi^i klp^' tytm te^etd^ tiit Fi«l<^ ^ 

And n&|§||>^ji^.j£0eaMt Vea4te«5 - 
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£v*n CO chofe Shores is Ithaca renown'dy 
Where truf z Majcllic Rinm fhow the Ground. 

At this, the Chief with Tranfport was pofleflt 
His panting Heart exulted in his Breaft.* 
Yet well diflcmbling his untimely Joys, 
And veiling Truth in plaufibleDilguife^ 
Thus» with an Air fincere, in Fi&ion bold. 
His ready Tale th' inventive Hero told. 

Oft have I heard, in Crete^ this Ifland's Name, 
For 'twas from Crete^ my Native Soil, I came> 
Sclf-banifti'd thence, I fail'd before the Wind, 
And left my Children and my Friends behind. 
From fierce Idomeneus* Revenge I flew, 
Whofc Son, the fwift Orfilochus^ I flew, 
(With Brutal Force he feiz'd my Ttrojan Prey, 
Due to the Toils of many a bloody Day.) 
Unfecn I fcap'd 5 and favoured by the Night, 
In a Ph^nician Vcflel took my Flighty 

For 



For Pyle or W^6adVi)trc I 

In dead of Night an unknown Port we gain'd, 
SpcS?%M^1?atig^^ ffq)t fccure^ Liriri s^- 
But ere thc'Rofic Mom renewed thc^lXiy, " ■ ^- 
While in th* Klnbrace of pleafing Slcc^ -I hy,' • - 
Sudden, invited by auifpicious Gaksi' - ^ ^^-^ 

They land iny Ooodi, 'and hoifl their flying S«I$4 ^' 
Abandoned n6*w^- mf Fommc I deploir,^- . - > ■ ^ 
An hapleis Exile on a Foreign Shore. 

TlftisS«?Kife he fpoke; the bluc-ey'S MafaBcgah''^ 
With'^&iMig Smiles to view the 6bd-like Mimj 
Then cfeifg^i ht:r Form, and now divinely bright -"^ 
Jove's heav'nly l>augh4:er ftood confcf^d to Sight/ • 
Like a fair Virgin in h^f Beauty*s Bloom, 
Skill'd iiJtii* flluftirious Labours of the Looin^ 

O fti]llfie4me UtyPs t fhc rejoirfd, ; 
In ufcful Crafts fiiecefsfkily-itMi"'-' 
Artful in Speech, in Action, and itv MisA'. 
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Suffic'd it not, that thy long Labours pall 
Secure thou fceft thy Native Shore at laft ? 
But this to inc ? who, like thy felf, excel 
In Alts of Counfcl, and Diflembling well : 
To mc, whofc Wit exceeds the Pow'rs Divine, 
No lefs, than Mortals are fui-pafs'd by thine : 
Know'ft thou not me, who made thy Life myCai«i 
Thro' tenYcars Wand'ring,and thro' ten Years Wa) 
Who taught thee Arts, Alcinous to perfuade. 
To raifc his Wonder, and ingage his Aid ? • 
And now appear, thyTre^ifi'vcs to prote£t, T 
Concert! thy VcxO:. x'.y Dcfigns dircft, ' > 

And tell what i. tliou !nuft fromFatecxpeftj J 
Domcftick Woes, far hc:ivier to be bom. 
The Pride o. Fools, and Slaves infulting Scorn. 
But tliou be Silent, nor reveal thy State, 
Yield to the Force of unrefiftcd Fate, 
And bear unmov'd the Wrongs of bafe Mankind, 
The laft and hardcft Conqucft of the Mind. 



God' 
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Goddefs of Wifdom ! {Ithacus replies) 
lAt, who difcems thee muft be truly wife, 
So feldom view'd, and ever in Dilguife. 
When the bold Argiws did their Arms imploy 
Before the Walls of well-defended Ttroy^ 
Uhfjfes was thy Care, Celeftial Maid, 
. CSrac'd with thy Sight, and favoured with thy Aid: 
. But when proud iZrWs Tow'rs in Aihcs lay, 
And, bound for Greece^ we plow'd the Watry way; 
Our Fleet di^)ers'd, anddriv'n fromCoafttoCoaftj 
^hy facred Prefence from that Hour I loft; 
3FiH I beheld thy radiant Form once more, 
And heard thy Counfels on Phaacia's Shore . 
But by th' Almighty Author of thy Race, 
Tell me, oh tell, is this my Native Place? 
For much I fear, long Tra£ts of Land and Sea 
Divide this Coaft from diftant Ithaca. 
The fweet Delufion kindly you impofe. 
To footh my Hopes and mitigate my Woes. 
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Thus he : The blue-cy'd Goddefi thus replies: ^ 
How prone to Doubt, how cautious are the Wife? ^ 
Who vers'd in Fortune, fear the flatt'ring Show, | ^ 
And tafte not half theBlifs the Gods beftow. 
The more fhall Pallas aid thy juft Defires, 
And guard the Wifdom which her felf infpires. 
Others, long abfcnt from their Native Place, ^ 
Strait feek their Home, and fly with eager Pac^V 
To their Wives Anns,and Childrens dearEmbrace. J 
Not thus Ulyjfes\ he decrees to prove • 
His Subjefts Faith, and Queen's (lifpefted Love, 
Who moum'd her Lord twice ten revolving Years, 
And waftes the Days in Grief, the Nights in Tears. ] 
But Pallas knew (thy Friends and Navy loft) 
Once more 'twas giv'n thee to behold thyCoaft: 
Yet how cou'd I with adverfc Fate engage. 
And Mighty iVi?/^?«»^'s unrelenting Rage?— 
Now lift thy longing Eyes, while I reftore 
The plcafing Profpcft of thy Native Shore J 
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Behold the Port of Phmys fenc'd around 
With Rocky Mountains, and with Olivet crown'd ! 
Behold the gloomy Grot^ whofe cool Recefs 
Delights the iVi?r^/Vi of the neighb'ringSeasj 
Whofe now neglected Altars, in thy Reign 
Blufh*d with the Blood of Sheep and Oxen flain. 
Behold where Neritus the Clouds divides. 
And fhakcs the waving Forefts on his Sides ! 

So fjpake the Goddefe, and the Profped clear'd, 
The Mifts difpers'd, and all the Coaft appcar'd : 
The King yrith Joy confefs'd his Place of Birth, 
And, on his Knees, falutes his Mother Earth 5 
Then, with his fuppliant Hands upheld in Air, 
Thus to the Sea-green Sifters fends his Pray'r. 

All hail ! Ye Virgin Daughters of the Main 5 
Ye Streams, beyond my Hopes beheld again] 
To you once more your own Ulyjfes bows. 
Attend his Tranfports, and receive his Vows. 

K 5 If 
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The growing Virtues of my youthfid Son^ 
To you ihall Rites Divine be ever pajd, * ^ 
And grateful Offerings on your Altan hidf^ 
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GARDENS 
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OF 

^ LC I N O US, 

From the Seventh Book of 
HO M ER's O T> T S S E S. 
By the fame Hand. 

CLole to the Gates a fpacious Gardien lies, 
From Storms defended and" inclement Skies : 
Four Acres was th' allotted Space of Ground, 
Fenc'd with a green Enclofure all around. 
Tall thriving Trees confeft the fruitful Mold 5 
The red'ning Apple ripens here to Gold, 
Here the blue Figg with lufcious Juice o'crflows, 
With deeper Red the full Pomegranate glows, 

K 4 TKc 
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The Branch here bends beneath the weighty Pear, 
And verdant Olives flourilh round the Year. 
The balmy Spirit of the Weftem Gale 
Eternal breathes on Fruits untaught to fail : 
Each dropping Pear a following Pear fupplies, 
On Apples Apples, Figs on Figs arife : 
The fame mild Seafon gives the Blooms to bloW) 
The Buds to harden, and the Fruits to grovr- 

Herc ordered Vines in equal Ranks appear 
With all th' United Labours of the Year, 
Some to unload the fertile Branches ran. 
Some dry the black'ning Cluftcrs in the Sun, 
Others to tread the liquid Harvefts join, 
The groaning Prcfles foam with Floods of Wine. 
Here arc the Vines in early Flow'r defcry'd, n 
Here Grapes difcolour'd on the funny Side, \ 
And there in Autumn^ richeft Purple dy'd. ^ 

Beds of all various Herbs, for ever green, 
In beauteous Order terminate the Scene. 
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Two plenteous Fountains the whole Pro(pe£l 
crown'dj f 
This thro' the Gardens leads its Streams around, f 
Vifts each Plant, and waters all the Ground: ^ 
Wiile that in Pipes beneath the Palace flows, 
And thence its Current on the Town bellows j 
To various Ufe their various Streams they bring. 
The People one, and one fiipplics the King. 




THE 
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SPEECH 

O F 

Tluto to Troferfmey * 

FROM 

The fecond Book of her Rape, by ClaudM. 

By Mr. EV ST> E K 

CEASE, ceafe, fair Nymph, to lavifh preci- 
ous Tears, 

A nd difcompofc your Soul with airy Fears. 
Look on Sicilians glitt'ring Courts with Scorn > 
A nobler Sceptre lhall that Hand adorn. 
Imperial Pomp fhall footh a gen'rous Pride ; 
The Bridegroom never will difgracc the Brde. 

If 
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If you above Tcrreftrial Thrones afpire. 
From Heav'n I fpring, and Satum was my Sire. 
The PowV of Pluto ftretches all around, 
Uncircumfcrib*d by Nature's utmoft Bound : 
Where Matter, mould'ring, dies, where Forms 
decay, 

^ Thro' the vaft tracklefs Void extends my Sway. 
Mark not with moumfiilEyes the fainting Light, 
Nor tremble at this Interval of Night. 
A fairer Scene lhall open to your View, 
An Earth more verdant, and a Heav'n more blue. 
Another Phoebus gilds thofe happy Skies, 
And other Stars, with purer Flames, aiife. 
There chafte Adorers ihall their Praifes join, 
And with the choicefl: Gifts em4ch your Shrine. 
The blifsful Climes no Change of Ages knew. 
The Golden ^rft began, and ftill is new. 
That Golden Age your World awhile could boaft. 
But here it flourifh'd, and was never loil. 



Pctq<i- 
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Perpetual Zephyrs breach thro* fragrant Bow'rs, 
And painted Meads fmilc with unbidden Flow'n: 
Flow'rs of immortal Bloom, and various Hues 
No Rival Sweets in your own Enna grew. 
In the Rcccfs of a cool. Sylvan Glade, 
A Monarch Tree projcfts no vulgar Shade. 
Encumber'd with their Wealth,thc Branches beiid| 
And Golden Apples to your Reach defcend. 
Sparc not the Fruit, but pluck the blooming Oar». 
The yellow Harveft will encrcafe the more. 
But I too long on trifling Themes explain. 
Nor fpcak th' unbounded Glories of your Reign. 
Whole Nature owns your Pow'r : Whate'cr have 
Birth, 

And live, and move, o'er all the Face of Earth j 

Or in old Ocean's mighty Caverns fleep. 

Or fportive roll along the foamy Deep j 

Or on ftiifF Pinnions Airy Journies take. 

Or cut the floating Stream, or ftagnant Lake : 
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In vain they labour to prefervc their Breath, 
And foon fall Viftims to your Subjcft, Death. 
Unnumbered Triumphs fwift to you he brings. 
Hail ! Goddefi of all Sublunary Things ! 
Empires, that fink above, here rife again, 
And Worlds unpeopled crowd th' Elyjian Plain. 
The Rich, the Poor, the Monarch, and the Slave, 
Know no fixperior Honours in the Grave. 
Proud Tyrants once, an4 Uwrell*d Chiefs fhall 
come. 

And kneel, and trembling, wait from you their 
Doom. 

The Impious, forced, {hall then their Crimes dif^ 
clofc. 

And fee pafl Pleafurcs teem with future Woes j 
Deplore in Darknefs your impartial Sway, 
While fpotlefs Souls enjoy the Fields of Day. 
When ripe for fecond Birth, the Dead fhall ftand 
In fhiv'ring Throngs on the Lethaan Strand, 
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That Shade, whom you approve, fliall firft be 
brought 

To quaff Oblivion in the pleafing Draught. 
Whofe Thread of Life, juft fpun, you would ijcnew, 
But nod, and Clotho fhall re-wind the Clue. 
Let no diftruft of Pow*r your Joys abate. 
Speak what you wifh, and what youfpeak, is Fate* 

The Raviflier thus footh*d the weeping Fair, 
And check'd the Fuiy of his Steeds with Care ; 
Poflcft of Beauty's Charms, he Ciilmly rode. 
And Love firft foftcn'd the rclcntlcfs God. 




TO 
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T O 

Th Author of C AT O. 

IS Britain refcu'd from th* Italian Chain, 
And the deai- Song neglefted for thy Strain ? 
Arc cv'n the Fair reclaim*d? And dare they fit 
Intent on Virtue, and be pleas'd with Wit? 
What Mufe, but thine, could thus redeem our Talle, 
With Show deluded, and with Sound debas'd? 
Hard was the Task, and worthy of your Rage, 
You feem the great Alcides of the Agej 
How glorioufly you Rife in our Defence ! 
Your Caufe is Liberty, your Armour, Senfej 
The Brood of tuneful Monfters you controul. 
Which fink the Genius, and degrade the Soul : 
Thofe Foes to Verfe you chafe with manly Arts, 
And kindle Roman Fires in Britijh Hearts. 

Oh! 
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Oh ! fix, as well as raifc that Noble Flame, 

Confirm your Glory, and prevent our S&axx^^ 

The routed Opera may return again. 

Seduce our Hearts, and o'er our Spirits rcigA: *^ 

Ev'n Cato is a doubtful Match for All, 

And Right, oppreil with Odds, again mzy^hfii 

Let our juft Fears your fccond Aid implore, ^ ^ I 

Repeat the Stroke, this Hydra fprings no moi^^ 

^ 

• • -yiA 

O N S O M E 

Snow that melted on a Ladfs '^^^ 



Breaft. 



THOSE envious Flakes came down in haftc,. . i 
To prove her Breaft Icfs Fiiir : ,\ 
Grieving to find themfelves furpa&'d^ t 
Diflblv'd into a Tear, . 
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S$.] \3 LI kli's Prayer. 



A Tale in La Fontaine^ Imitated. 
[ T| THILST on their Wings the gentk Zt 



The youthful Seafbn of the blooming Year; 
While the bright Sun attends on Nature's Birth, 
And with a warmer Kifs falutes the Earth ^ 
While Fenus o'er the whole Creation reigns. 
And Cupid revels on the flow'ry Plains; 
Pregnant withSweets, while fanning Breezes movc,*^ 



And univerfal Nature glows with Love : 
I feel my Blood and Spirits fwifter glide, 



Alone, I now fome-Tale of Love rehearfe. 
Or if I fluinbcr, ftill I dream of Verfe. 




phyrs bear 



Saluting as they pais the Citron Grove, 



And Fancy flowing in a fuller Tide. 



L 



CelefliatMtift! if 'tis froffl ^ BteUI i^'o^l 
Is witb lUtt-Ime of Poefiqf ebflbftii 'I K3unt:»iITj 
Raife thy yotog Poet fixmtbe VulgR^" 
Suftain hit Flighty aad^udiaatt Jlis Soag tifiWcbd 
Far from my Thoughts all other Cares ireillA^l^^ 

Be this an Earned of my 
An OiQCii thou wik Bkk nigr giimg Bl|to#3:3 
Cpufirfo the yoitthibl Bafd^ who tranhing fotm^. ' 
To bear a Wc^t unequal fin hk YtukJ^A j^aod 
Shew, that it is from Thee mj Hem o^d^M^ A 
While Fancy paints the Sub^€b, }udgimati^lt»SacA 

In Fair Miim there dwelt^ o£ mighty Famo^i ^fl 
A Noble Knight, and 7imcr$i ym h^ NaiBC^'i;:T 
Famous he was in many a Woody Fight^. * ^i'^iT 
But moft in Courtly Art& was histDeligktr / ?iA 
I'hofe fofter Combats, and Baore jdeafing Wao,^ '^^I 
Which broke no Bones, nop &am\l the.Ku9&\wV^ 
Scars. 

. .:. Ne'er 
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Ne'er did our Kxugbt of any Sh compltiii) 
That much he lov'd^ and was not loy'd again. 
Envy'd by All, and Happy, was the Dame^ 
Who was the Objcfl: of brave Tanered's Fkme : 
Vcrs'd in the Arts of Ldvc^ fbll well he knew 
When to Retire, and when dgain Purfue. 
Thus skiird the tender Moment to improve, 
Sttccefe Ml waited an his roving Love. 

Long had oitrWarriour thusviftoriousReign'd j 
A Nymph by him befieg'd, was furely gain'd. 
But in AGIan there grew not Palms enows 
With cither Garlands he would deck his Brow 5 
Be Lofd AH) Md own'd without Difpute, 
Thro* alt the Rcateri of G»pid Abfolute. 
Thus PMUfs Soft 6f P^Jia'^s Cf own poffeft, 
And winhf the S^ils of conquered Nations biefl 3 
No Linffi^ m hii wild AiBbition knew. 
And wan^if Workb to make his Triumphs New. 



Let 
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Let other Poets in a lofty Strain, . ; 

Defcribc tlaeir Heroe on the dufty Plain > 
Make Mars his Helmet bear, his Fauchioa widd,f 
And paint Mtner'va on his ample Shield > . /i 
Show him Impatient, fmit with Glory's Chams^ • 
Courteous in Peace, Invincible in Arms ^ n 
In thickeft Dangers all ferene and calm, - j; 
And bring down FiSlory to wreath his Brows wid^ 
Palm- 

But naked Love the Sword of Mars defies^ 
Feiius has keener Weapons in her Eyes. 
Unarmed our Koiight, nor Arms were his Intent, ; 
His amourous Courfc to Pavia's City bentj 
Pavia^ the Place which Ferns Honours moft. 
Next her own Paphos^ and the Cyprian Coaft. 
There live the Graces^ thither flock the Fair*, 
Her Chariot, Doves, and all her Train were there. 
The Legend fays, the Knight with conftant Care, 
Ne'er fail'd to fay each Morn a Magick Pray'r, 



And 



MISJCEL L AMI E S. t^^) 

And then he ne'er had Caufe of juft Complaint, 
By Julian kept, his Tutelary Saint : 
I>€fi powerful Charms, the Story goes, than thefc, 
Could alter Nature ioi h«r fixt Decrees. 
With fuch of Old were Midnight Witches known 
Down from her Sphere to draw the laboring Moon. 
'Twas (aid its Virtues too prevailed in Love % 
But that mean Art did fancred never proye : 
Much more avails in Love, a youthfid Grace, 
And the foft Magick of a charming Face % 
The Knight rely'd on this, the Prayer once faid, 
JBe ne'er fliould want a Supper, nor a Bed. 

Bright now his meafur'd Courfc had run ^ 

The Day was ended, and the Night begun : 
Clofc by the Road an ancient Foreft flood, 
Fenc'd from the Light, and thick o'cr-fprcad with 
Wood. 

By Noon-day Robbers a Retreat 'twas made. 
And fafe they lurkt beneath the gloomy Shade. 
' : L 3 Tlvoii?,^ 



Out nifh tlie 

Regain the Voittf 
Nalftdl, dilbeft, 




P/ivi^ was difkuli 
And Giilb of Win^'fi 
No Star appeared t6 gi^#^4n|iM*^i%KiHgftt,n 
In v«in he l<K>^t» 
Shot thro' the pitcM|H 
Amidft the Wood an arfcient Tree arofe, ' 
Extending for its Hofpitablc Boughs 5 ' ' ' ' ^ 
Itaucred that Night his Lodging there deflgtt*d!, ' • 
As fome fmall Shelter from the cutting Wind; ' 
But ftill fh)mFatc more Torments he muft protcj-' 
The whifthng Winds ftill fliook the bendingj? 

Grove^ f 
And Rain pourM dovrnjin Stpeamsjfrom angry ^w^*.^ . 

At 
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At length by happy Chance the Knight perceives 
A tfemibling Beam dart thro' the waving Leaves > 
With Joy tranfported he purfiies the Light, 
While forward ftill the friendly Rays invite. 

About half-way, 'tween Pavia and the Wood, 
Among the Fields, an ancient Villa flood. 
Thence, from the Light within, proceeds the Ray, 
Which with an Happy Omen marks his Way. 

Within the Houie a Lady, once a Wife, 
JLiv'd at her Eafe, and made the moft of Life : 
Indulgent Fate had broke the Marriage Noofc, 
Unty'd the Knot, and fet the Fair One loofe. 
Long did flie Weep her poor departed Dear, 
Paid him a Husband's Tribute to a Tear. 
But then the Widow's cloudy Days blew o'er. 
She wip'd her radiant Eyesj would Cry no niorc j 
Grew chearful, airy> and then thought, at lafl,; 
How bell flic might repay her Sorrows paft: 

L 4 Pro- 



She lik'd die ^feffiog, biff 'flii ktr^AiOtpCvoAm^ 

Mift(€ft 6f htr fdf, ttSd' ffb6^<u Ailf. i^vo J i3H| 
At h&y m (hoit, a Lov« Intrieg^ ^prtOltn ^flu^ 
And that^ ihe thoaghV miglit aoi^'^SittAMI^ 
Determin'd thus, ihe ventures on the Game^ 
And every Night the lu% Lovct oandr ziAi 

It hap*ii€d that fame Night, as 72»v^ %i^'vr M 1 
Wringing his Cloaths, and longing for the Dtry«t | 
The loving Nymph within expeding fetc^ ' . 
And wondVed why her Lover ftay*d fo late. 08 
• Ntmght there, but He, was wanting : For thciTaifl 
Had order'd all Things with a Lover's Care. 
There Ceres^ Bacchus^ and the Graces cstmc, H 
The gaiy Attendants on the Cyprian Dame, > { 
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Ragouttiind Jellies , 
And:iiUi]be Wines which Autiana q^u'd^afibrd : 
Th* expeftingNymph^withSighs and he^vingBreaJl}^ 
Female Imp^tienc^ Female Love e:q>reft.: 
At length a trufty Page brings word, that Night 
Her Lover was, (tho* loath) debair'd her Sight j ; 
Some urgent Bufinefs, what l^e did not £17, 
Forc'd him againft his Will to keep awgy« > 

Be this the Lover's Lofi, 'twas TancrecPs gain. 
A Maid within, who heard the Knight complain, 
Mov'd with his . weakly Voice, and fhudd'ring Tone, 
J^ooks out, and asks what Creature made that moan. 
Tiwr^i cou'd hardly fee the Taper's light. 
So much the beating Rain had dim'd his Sight : . 
Pieffc'-d thro' with Cold, and frozen are his Limbs, 
Yet even thus he charms, and lovely fecms. 
He tells his Quality, and begs Relief i 
His graceful Carriage gains a quick Belief. 
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She tells her Miftrefs all ihe heard, and indre^ i 
And fliows her 7i»rrtfrf fhivVifig at the Door, a 
The Fair had often heard of Tancrett Namef^. t a 
Rude muft they be, who knew not7M^«^f4Faai|l 
The Sight her yielding Heart to pity mov'^s v d 
She brought hitn in, and kn^ not that ihc Io?\fc 
Frefh Cloaths wert; fetch'd ^ the Stranger VWII 
and dreft, , jg 

In courtly Phrafe his Gratitude expreft. ■ .\A_ 

M 

They fit, they chat 5 the Nymph was not refcr?;^ 
The Wine is brought, and the rich Banquet (erv*d. 

T(v:rrcd \v?s keen 3 the Labours of the Night • * 
1 !:u! ihinn'd lii.-; IViocd, and whet his Appetite. ■; 
I Iiir.[;c:r tir uucntive Widow cou'd not move j 
SIk! U)ng'd for Tancrcd^ and ihe fed on Love. 
Pcnfivc flic fit, nnd on the Comely Knight, 
l;n;p.o\\l wiili nihrr ()bjc£b.s, fix'd her Sight. 
L'^vc, unartcnd; v iiii its anxious Pains, 
Plays rouno Ii-. i lican, and dances in her Veins. 

The 
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The Siipptt ended, and the Scmnts gohe. 
And the kind lon^ng Cbuple left alone 3 
A Parly febn began. Bravc Tancrei's Heart 
Was ftruck quite thro* with Ch^/aTs golden Dart. 
Love chbfe the Shaft, arid lookt his Quiver o*er 
To find a Match for that had ftruck the Nymj>h 
Lovers imagine what moft hidden lies, [before. 
See with their Fancy what's denied their Eyes. 
Nothing cou*d Tancred's eager Sight efcape. 
Her winning Carriage, and her eafie Shape; 
The Foot, the well turn'd Leg, the taper Thigh, 
Were foon examined by his knowing Eyej 
Her Hand, her Arm, her Neck, he ran all o'er, 
Befidcs a thoufand namelels Graces more. 
Namclefs be they — nor will the Mufes name, 
What kindles in their Cheeks a guilty Flame. 
Thus much fuffice, nor more lhall be expreft, 
I leave the bafhful Maid to gucls the Reft. 
In decent Garb fhe fat, and plain Attire, 
The Loves flew all around, and kindled foftDcfirc. 
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With native Charms, and careldsArt array'd^ 
Ten thouiand Graces in her Beauties plaid ; . 
CouM I her Look, and negligence of Dref^ 
In living Verfe, with ftudied Art exprefi, ; . > r 
The Loves wou*d think their Mother I hs/i, fy^ 
And for the Nymph, defcrib'd th' /^JStm: Qy^ 

But, if the Knight was wounded by her Eyes, 
She faw brave Mattered with no leis Surpriax.. vA 
His Mein, his comely Port, and manly Grace^.- 
And youthful Bloom, which flufhttheLover'jsl'x 
She long admiring fat, with down-caft Look j 
At length! the Man belov'd fhe thus befpokc ; 
How happily, alas, do you renew 
The Thought of one fo much rcfembled you. 
Tliro' all his Features not one pleafing Line, 
But does in yours with equal Beauty fhinc. 
Such Graces had propitious Fenus flied. 
Around the deareft Partner of my Bed. 
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In you his every Aftioh I can trace, 
And whicti I look on you, I fee his Pace; 

Tell me 'yeLcaniM, aiKi fay ye mighty Wife, 
\ What Stbick Apathy, what Cafo couM delpifc 
' A*F^^oilie*sPnufes? whom cou'd Love difpleafe. 
When urg'd by fuch indearing Chaims as thefe ! 

[glow'd, 

Fir'd -with the Praife, his Cheeks with Bluflies 
Then anfwcr*d thus 5 and as he fpoke, he bow'd : 
$uch mighty Glory is not 7Mcred*s due ; 
But, faireft Creature, what refembles You? 
The Sun, when fhining with Meridian Light, 
Shews not one Objca fo divinely bright;- — 

[Art 

The Nymph here ftopt him, and with dexterous 
Seem'd to diflike what pleas'd her to the Heart. 
From Beauties favourite Title (he'd recede. 
That for her Beauty he might ftronger plead : 



Aflertcd moft, what moft flic'd have denyM, . 
And by Humility fhe gratified her Pride. . : . . \\ 

H 

So when fair Iru in the Clouds of Nighty! 3 f 
Avoids th' Emlnraces of the God of L^gbt^ \ -^i^ 
With doubled Rays be darts upon theSkie^ / , 
Seeks out the Nymph, and paints her a»ihc;fii(s3' 

rt 

72»Kr^d continues, praifes o'er: again ! .. :.I :A 
All tliat he has, and All he has not ieen( - 
But which full wilUngly the Squire woa'd fte^ v 
Were but the Fail one half fo bold as He. 

To praife, faid he, your Beattty as 1 ought, ^ 
Exceeds thePow'r of Language, and of Thought.* 
To fpeak an Objeft fo divinely bright, 
Wou'd ask an Age, and I have but a Night 5 
Which, with your Leave, might better be employ'd ; 
The fail- one finil'dj and I'ancred ovcrjo/d^ 



Left 
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Left Compliment j pravoking is Delay 
In a kind Couple, vrhfiivalone, as they. 
He managed Love, as GcneraU do War, 



Took «atfii Advantage, and with hafly Care 



Urg'd on the tender Moment with the Fair. 
Artftd Refiibmce, joft enough^ was made, 
Till Pleafiise to its Criiis was delayM. 
The Lady feem'4 OUeqiuous to the Call, 
And anfwer*4 x)othiflg;-~-that was (aying AIL 
JTeildii^ bidK Coy, aif fte&iiogly ihc ihx>ve 
To give CompvUioa whai^ &e gave to Love* 

Young and unskill'di O that I cou'd proceed 
ro tell of all the Amorous famred's Deed : 
Him thxo" Loves Qrqves and Labyrinths puriue, 
^nd keep the Ardent Lo^er ftill in View. 

Round Tam-ed's Neck her fnowy Arms flie caft, 
\nd paid with Kifles all his Labours paftj 
Phis for the Thieves, and Forty for the fright, 
\nithis, and thi5, repay the ftormyNigjkt, 
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Happieft of luppy Lorens O that T - JiUcOi 
Such precious Favours from my Fair'e6lf^ilMi^|0i 
The greateft Dangers I fliouM iie'er te^jto^on .tofl. 
Nor Sufferings feel, which fhe would fo-mwRllI 

Twas latcs the whole Creation fileiit iif^ 3<iT. 
And Slumbers drown'd the Labours of llbb^SM^^ 
No NoiTe was heard, all Nature feem*d O^^tkMlp ' 
And own the Empire of the Heepy Godr - « i«tH- 
Ev'n Envy flumber'd, and old Mwfhetis fltifii^ t»A 
Hfis drowfie Poppies fiill on Jancred's Head.* - ciWi^ 
The Fair departed to her Bed of Downs 
And by the Legend it is plainly Ihown, 
That happy Hancred did not lie alone. 
How much Delight they took, how little Reft j 
How the fond Lovers all their Fire expreft, 
I pals — Nymphs, cbnfcious of a Lover's flame. 
Will in their Minds the foft Idea frame. 
And fhou'd I vainly now proceed to tell 
The plenty of their Loves j I might as well 

Count 
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Count all the Rofes which the Zephyrs bring. 

Or number up the Lillies of the Spring. 

But now Amera^ Harbinger of Day, 

RQie; from the Bed where a|^d Ttthon lay i ^ 

Unbarr'd the Doors of Heav'n, and overlpread 

The Path of Pboihus with a blulhing Red. 

Up rofe the Lpvers^ and th' obliging Fair 

Continued ftiU to Tancred all her Care: 

Him all her Treafures and her Gold ihe ihowVl, 

And many Prefents on the Knight beftow'd : 

Pleas'd with the fweet Remembrance of the Night, 

^e thus repaid him for the dear Delight : 

Ttien the departing Knight with Tears fhe kiil. 

And, with repeated Vows of Conftancy, difmift. 



i6i 
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TO 

Mr. CONGREVE,i 
# • 

Occ»fiotfd by his Content calPd, The Way ofi 
the World. 



w 



^y m. STEELE. 

HEN Plcafuf fe's fklling to the IbwDclight,,' 
In the vain Joys of the uncertain Sights 
No Senfc of Wit when rude Speftators knoyr, 
But in diftorted Gcfture, Farce and Show 3 ^ 
How could, great Author, your afpirii^ Mind 
Dare to write only to the Few refin'd ! ^ 
Yet tho' that nice Ambition you purfue^ 
'Tis not in Congre^'*s Power to pleafe but few. 
Implicitly devoted to his Fame, 
Well-drefs'd Barbarians know his awful Name ^ '[ 

The' fcnfelefs they're of Mirth j but when they laugh, ' 

■ u 

As they feel Wine, but when, 'till Drunk, they quaff". * 



On 
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On yoti, frtim Fate,- l laVlfh Portion fell 
lo cv'ry of Wmiilg to cS^telL 
Yotfr Miife Applaufe to jfrab'ella Srmgs, 
In Not* as fweet a$ Arabella fihgs. 
When e'cf you dra^ ah tiMfleitffelM Woe, 
With liifrtbt Diftrefi your Riiral Numbers flow 5 
Paftora's the Complidilt of cv'iy Swain, 
-P^/e)!rti ftill the Eccho of the Plain! 
Or if yoUr Mufe defbribe, VJ^ith Warming Fdrce, 
The wounded FreHchmiH felling from his Horfe j 
And her own Wtlliam glorious in the Strife, 
Beftowing on the proftrate Foe his Life : 
You the great Aflt as gen'roufly Rehearfe, 
Artf all the Rn^ijti Fury's in ybur Verfe. 

your fele6ted Scenes, aftd handfome Choice, 
Ennobled Comedy exilts her Voice 5 
You check uhjuff Eftcem and fond Dcflrc, 
And teach to Scorn, what elfe we fhoiild Admire y 
The juft Impreffion taught by you we bear, 
ThcPlayer a6ts the World, the World the Player, 
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Whom ftill that World unjuftly dilcftcems, 

Tho' he, alone, profeflcs what he fcems : 

But when your Mufc aflumes her Tragick Parti 

She conquers and flic reigns in ev'ry Hearts 

To mourn with her, Men cheat their private Wqe^ 

And gcn'rous Pity's all the Grief they knowy 

The Widow, who impatient of Delay, 

From the Town-joys muft Mask it to the Play, * 

Joins with yovix Mourning-Bride's rcfiftleis Moan, 

And weeps a Lofi (he flighted, when her own? 

You give us Torment, and you give us Eafe, 

And vary our AfFcftions as you plcafc^ 

Is not a Heart fo kind as yours in Pain, 

To load your Friends with Cares you only feign 5 

Your Friends in Grief, comjpos'd yourfclf, to leave? 

But 'tis the only way you'll e'er deceive. 

Then ftill, great Sir, your moving Pow'r employ. 

To lull our Sorrow, and corre£t our Joy, 



Upon 
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V^on a beautiful Lady with Catara0s in 
both Eyes. 

By a Gentkman who has an Itnpedimef^ in bis Sfeech, 

[Beams of Light 

WHAT mean thcfe Wonders? Caii fuch 
Break from the folidDarknels of theNight ? 
Diamonds, I now believe, their Charms difplay 
Brighter in Gloom, and duller in the Day. 
Flavia^ too well I know your harih Decree, 
You ne'er can pity, whom you ne'er can fee. 
Yet to my Paflion lend a lift'ning Ear, 
You need no foft deluding Accents fear. 
Never oh artlefi Lips Perfwafion hung. 
There trills noMufick from this fault'ring Tongue. 
Ev'n Flavians Name I oft attempt in vain. 
Long ftruggling ftand, unable to explain. 
At laft, cry, Flavia^ Pleafure gives me Pain. 
Nor do I mourn my Voice its Aid denies, 
Fpr Love's dumb Language is beft fpoke by Eyes. 

M 5 But 
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But Eyes unknowing wound, my Fate is fuch. 

That yours too little fee, and mine too much. 

So quick they lighten, yet fo chafte they roul. 

The nice Pktonigk thpre might kifs the Soul, 

Love's Deities the Poets ill defin'd. 

The charming Mqther, not the Boy, is blin4. 

Still! can you grieve yqur Senfe of Sight is g(M|e?.^ 

The reft are doubled by that Lpfe of one. 

I fee my Flavia varioufly excel, i 

And thinkjbut know not^how thpfe Thoughts to tcU. 

You bright Ideas eafily cJifpUy^ 

But fain would view the World in cloudlefi Day. 

Since then, nor I can fpeak, nor you can fee. 

Some other Senfe is left, where both agree. 




FROM 
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FROM 

S A NN AZA RIUS. 

AS Ferns once Lafm*^ I)aughter fpy'd. 
Prepared for Sylvan Ggipe, the fTanton Crfd : 
What ! ftill a loit'ring oq the Wood-land Green, 
Still fpreading Nets for Beafb^ mod: noble Queen? 
Tfaen&e: With Nets I maketheBeaibmyPrey^ 
But who fpread thofe, fair, tnodefl Creature^ fay, 
Wheii Naked, caught, b\}t not alone^ yo^ lay? 



SONG. 

I. 

Ho W long will Cjmtbia own no Flame, 
And my warm Suit difprove? 
Our Ages mutually proclaim, 
'TIs now the Time to lore. 

M 4 11, kV. 



rdS POETICAL ' 

II. 

Ah ! think, how fwift each Minute flics. 
How Years will Form confume : 

No Lover, when you wither, dies 5 
We ficken, when you bloom, 
III. 

Alim-vaj rough, and bred in War, 

The Nuptial Joys declined : 
But had fhe been, like Fenusj fair. 

She'd been, like FemSj kind. 

IV. 

In vain you force fevere Replies, 

And willing Nature wrong : 
While Cuj)ids languifh in your Eyes, 

Who c.'in believe your Tongue? 

V. 

>IaIi to forbid, and half compi^s 
Nor damps, nor blows Defire : 

In Looks, as well as Words, deny, 
Or put out Fire with Fire. 
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T O A 

MISTRES& 

L 

NO more^ leva:ely kind, afied 
To put that lovely Anger on 5 
Sweet Tyrant ! if thou canft fufped 
Thy Lover's Eyes, yet truft thy own. 
II. 

Aw'd by ftem Honour, watchful Spies, ^ 
Dull, formal Rules I'm forc'd t' Obey, 

Like Dungeon Slaves, my hafty Eyes 
Juft fnatch a Glimple of ch^arful Day. 
IIL 

Abfent, the defart Walks I view. 

Here went Eliza^ there fhe came5 
With Tears my lonely Couch bedew. 

And dreaming Sigh Eliza's Name. 

IV. « Where 
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IV. 

Where is his Soul, the Women cry, 
" The ftupid Lump ! the lifelds Earth I 
" Where, fay the Men, his brisk Reply, 
His crimibn Glofs, and noifie Mirth ! 
V. 

Haft thou not mark'd my burning Kifs, 
My lawlcfs Pulfe, my bounding Heart? 

How oft, when wild for further Blifi, 
All trembling from thy Arms I ftart? 
VI. 

Ah fpotlefs Fair ! too well I find . 

My Paffions ftrong, my Reafon frail : 
Ah ! can I ftain that Angel Mind, 

And, Virtue loft, let Love prevail ? 

VII. 

No ! down in Shades below we'll rove, 

A glorious miferablc Pair> 
Gaz'd at through all the Myrtle Grove, 

For burning Love, and chaftc Defpair. 

VIII 



VHI. 

Say, if thou l9Vv'fc..fii4 evw Yoi^tl^, ^ 
That wiCb'd like mc, like me oadim ? 

Do'ft thou not blame this Swaimjb Truth, 
And wifh lay Flame were npt fo puieF 
IX. 

In Pity hate me, tempting Fair, 

An happy Exile let me flie. 
What fbr'riih Wi€tch his Thirft can bear. 

That lees the coolmg Stream fo nigh ! 
X. 

Oh ! I ihall all my Vows mnfay. 

If once I gaze my Blood will glow 3 

This virtuous Frpft will melt away. 

And Love's wild Torrent over-flow. 



THOUGHTS. 
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THOUGHTS^ 

Occafioned by the fight of an Original Paiit 
ting of King C HAR LESl TakM 
at the Time of his Tryal. 

InTrrib'd to the 

Right Honourable GEORGE CLARKE,^ 
one of the Lords Commiffioners of the Mifft 

jimmum Piclura pafcit mud . 
Mulfa gemcnsy largoqite humciiat flmime vultum. 

By Mr. r/CA-^i^Z,. 

CA N this be He ! could C HA R L E the 
Good, the Great, 
Be funk by Heaven to fuch a difinal State ! 
How Meagre, Pale, Negleftcd, worn with Care ! 
What fteady Sadncfs, and auguft Defpair ! 

In 
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In thofe funk Eyes the Grief of Years I trace. 
And Sorrow feems acquainted with that Face. 
Tears, which his Heart diidain'd, from me o'er- 
Thus to furvey God's Subftitute below, 
fh fcdemn Anguiih, and Majeftick Woe. 

When fpoil'd of Empire by un-hallow'd Hands, 
^Sold by his Slaves, and held in Impious Bands 3 
Rent from, what oft had fweeten'd anxious Life, 
His helplefi Children, and his Bofbm Wife; 
Doom'd for the Faith Plebeian Rage to ftand. 
And fall a Vi£lim for the guilty Land j 
Then thus was feen, abandoned and forlorn. 

The King, the Father, and the Saint to mourn. 

How could'ft thou, Artift, then thy Skill difplay? 
Thy fteady Hands thy Savage Heart betray : 
Near thy bold Work the ftun'd Speftators faint, 
Nor fee unmov'd , what thou unmov'd could'ft 
Paints 
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What bririgs to Mind each vtfiotte Scene of Woe^^ 
Th'mfiiltingjudgt, t^e' folefffitt-mocking Shc^^ 
The hof rid Sfehtcnccf^ and aecutftd Blow. 

Where then^ j^dHdiV*^ ^ thy tnisBivt^l^ 
Thy idle Thunder, and thy lingering Brand ! 
Thy Adamafttine Shield, thy Af^el Wings, 
And the grestt Genii of Anointed Kings ! 
Treafon and Fraiud fliall thus the Stats regard ! 
And injur'd Virtue micet this fad ReWard ! 
So fad, none like can Time's old Records tdfi, ^ ^ 
Though Pofnpey bled, and poor Darius fell. 
All Names but One too low— -that One too high '/ 
All Parallels are Wrongs, or Blafphemy. 

A 

O Pow'r Supreme ! how fecret are thy Ways-! 
Yet Man, vain Man, would tmce the Myflick Maze % 
With foolilh Wifdom, arguing, charge hi* God, 
His Balance hold, and guide his angry Rod; 



New- 
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Hew-mould the Spheres, asd mend the Sky'$ Defigtf^ 
And found th'Immenfe with his fhottfcanty Line, 
Do thou, toy Soul thfe defli&*d Period wait. 
When God fhall folre the dark Decrees of Fate, 
Hifl ftow unequal Difpeniations clear, 
And make all Wife add Beautiful appear i 
When fuff^'ring Saints aloft in Beams fhall glot^. 
And pr6f{>'rous Traitors gnaflx then: Teeth below. 

Such boding Thoughts did guilty Confcience dart, 
A Pledge of Hell to dying CrmwelTs Heart : 
Then this pale Image feem'd t' invade his Room, 
Gat*d him toStone^ and wam'd him to the Tomb, 
While Thunders roll, and nimble Lightnings play. 
And the Storm wings his ipotted Soul away. 

A Blafl more bounteous ne'er did Heav'n command 
To fcattcr Blcfllngs o'er the Britijb Land. 
Not that more kind, which dafh'd the Pride o£Spaw^ 
And whirl'd her crulTi'd Armada round the Main > 
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Not thofe more kind, which guide our floatiif 
Tow'rs, 

Waft Gununs and Gold, aad make hrhHapim: 
That only kinder, which to Britain's Shore 
Did Mitres, Crowns, and ST'UJRT^sRsicc refbit, 
Renewed the Church, reversed the Kingdom^iDioi^ 
And brought with CHARLES an ANNAjfX 

' OC&rit^,towhoma4y7'C7'.^i27'trufbhcrIUigii 
O'er u4Z&/Ws Fleets, and Delegates the Main j 
Dear, as the Faith thy loyal Heart hath iwory Y 
Tranfmit this Piece to Ages yet imbom. .? \ 
This Sight fhall damp the raging Ruffian's Breaii, 
The Poifon fpiU, and half-drawn Sword arreft^ 
To foft Compaflion ftubborn Traitors bend. 
And One deftroy'd a Thoufand Kings defend. y 



it 
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A 

F R A G M EN T 

- . OF A 

Poem upon Hunting. 

Dim cam Dhimy Utas venantibHS artes, 
jfuJficiOf DtMMy tuo — Gratius. 

I- ■ : 

t »« 

By the fame Hand. 

[Race, 

HOries and Hounds, their Care, their various 
The numerous Beafts, that range the Rural 
• ' Chacc, 

The HuntTman's chofen Scenes, his friendly Stars, 
The Laws and Glory of the Sylvan Wars, 
I firft in Britijh Verfe pre&me to raife j 
A venturous Rival of the Roman Pi-aife. 
Let me, chafte Queen of Woods, thy Aid obtain, 
Bring here thy light-foot Nymphs, and Iprightly 
Train: 

N If 
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If oft, o'er Lawns, thy Care prevents the Day 
To rouzc the Foe, and prels the bounding Prey, 
Wooc thine own Pboobus in the Task to join. 
And grant me Genius for the bold Dcfign. 
In this foft Shade, O, footh the Warrior's Fire, 
And fit his Bow-ftring to the trembling Lyrc^ 
And teach, while thus their Arts and Arms wefing, 
The Gloves to echo, and the Vales to ring. 

Tliy Care be firft the various Gifts to tracc^ 
The MinJs and Genius of the Latrant Race. 
In Pow'rs diilinct the diff 'rent Clans excel, 
"In Sight, or Swift ncfs, or fagacious Smelly 
By Wiles ungenerous feme furprize the Prey, 
And fome by Courage v.-in the doubtful Day. 
5wcMl thou the Gaze-hound ! how with Glance feverc 
From the ciofc Herd he marks the dcllin'd Deer! 



How 
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jHoW every Nerve the Greyhound's Stretch difplay^ 
TheHafe preventing in her Airy Maze % 
The iucklefsPrey how treach'rous 7i«r^&rx gain^ 
And dauntlefi Wolf-dogs fhake the Lion's Mane 3 
O^er all the Blood-hound boafts fuperior Skill, 
To Icent, to view, to turn, and boldly kill 5 
Mis F^cUows' vain Alarms rejefts with Scorn, 
True to the Matter's Voice, and learned Horn, 
(His Noftrils oft, if ancient Fame fing true, 
Tface the flyFebn through the tainted Dew) 
Once fiiufF'd he follows with unaltered Aim, 
^Nor Odours lure hitn from the chofen Game, 
Deep-mouth'd he thunders, and inflam'd he views. 
Springs on relentlefe, and to Death purfues. 

Sotae Hounds of Manners vile (nor lefs we find 
Of Fops in Hounds, than in the Reasoning Kind.) 
PufF'd with Conceit run gadding o'er the Plain, 
And from tlic Scent divert the wifer Trains 
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For the Foc'sFootftcps fondly fnufF their owntV \ 
And marr the Mufick with their fenfelefs Ton^i^ 
Start at the ftartingPrey, or ruffling Wind, f 
And, hot at firft, inglorious kg behind.' ? V 
A iauntering Tribe! May fuch my Foes di%rac)e;{ 
Give me, ye Gods, to breed the nobler Race.' 
Nor grieve thou to attend, while Truths unknovto 
I fing, and make Athenian Arts our own^ . 

Doll thbu in Hounds afpire to deathlefiFamc? 
Learn well their Lineage and thdr Ancient Steaml, 
Each Tribe with Joy old Ruftick Heralds trace,- 
And fing the chofen Worthies of their Race; 
How his Sire's Features in the Son were ipy'd, ^ 
WhcnZ)/V was made the vigorous Ringwood's Bride* 
Lcfi fare Thick Lips the Fate oi Jujlria dJoomf C. 
Or Eagle Nofes rul'd Almighty Rome. . ' : ■ ^ 

Good Shape to various Kinds =old Bard^ confin^^ 
iBome praife the Greek, arid fome thc-Rip^m^I^xftt^ 
^ And 
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Aid JDpgs to Beauty make as di£f'ruig Claims, . 
As^^/0!ifl»'s Nymphs, and Iftdia's jetty Dames. 
Immenie to name their Lands, to mark their Bound6> 
And paint the thoufand Families of Hounds : /- 
Firft coimt the Sands, the Drops where Oceans flo\t. 
Or Gauhhy Marlbrougb fent to Shades below. - 
. The,Task be mine to teach BritanmcCs Swains,^ y 
My much-lov'd Country, and piy Native Plains. - 

Such be the Dog, I charge, thou mean'ft to train. 
.His Back is crooked, and hi3 Bdly plain. 
Of Fillet ftretch'd, and huge of Haunch behind, 
A tap'ring Tail, that nimbly cuts the. Wind ; 
Truis^thigh^d, ibaightrham'd, andFox^like formed 
his Paw, 

Large-leg'd, dry-ford, and of protended -Claw.. 
His flat, wide Noftrils ihuif the fay'ry. Steam, 
And from his Eyes he {hoots pernicious Gleam 5 
Middling :his Head, and prone to Earth bi^ View, 
With £a(S and. Chell that daj^.the. Morning Dew* 

Nj 
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He bcft to ftcm the Flood to leap the Bound!, 
And charm the Dryads with his Voice profbundy 
To pay large Tribute to his weary Lord, 
And crown the Sylvan Hero's plenteous Board. 

.» 

TheMatronBitch whofe Womb (hall beil produce 
The Hopes and Fortune of th'illuftriousHoufe, 
Derived from Noble, but from Foreign Seed, 
(For various Nature loathes inceflnous Breed) , . . 
Is like the Sire throughout. Nor yet difpleafe . 
j^argc Flanks, and Ribs, to give the Teemcr.Eafc% 

In Spring^lct loofe thy Pairs.Thcn all Things prove 
The Stings of Pleafure, and the Pangs of Love : 
AlthQi'hljfove then glads, with genial Showei^ 
EariFs mighty Womb, and ftrows her Lap with 
Flowers 3 

Hence Juices mount, and Buds, emboldcn'd, try 
More, kindly Breezes, and a fofterSky: 
Kind ycK:is revcLs. Hark! on cv'ry Bough, 
\n lulling Sn\uiiii the feathered Warblvrs woo. 
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Fell Tigets foftcn in th* infeftioiis Flames, 
And Lions, fawning, court their brindcd Dames : 
Great Lwf pcr\'adcs the Deep j to pleafe his Mate, 
The Whaie,inGambols,moves his monftrous Weighty 
Heav'd by his Wayward Mirth old Ocean roars. 
Arid fcattcr'd Navies bulge on diftant Shores. 

All Nature (miles 5 Come now, nor fear, my Love, 
To tafte the Odours of the Wood-bine Grove, 
To pals the Evening Glooms in harmlefs Play, 
And, fweetly fwearing, languifli Life away. 
An Altar, bound with recent Flow'rs, I rear 
To Thee, bcft Seafon of the various Years 
All hail ! fiich Days in beauteous Order ran. 
So fwift, fo fweet, when firft the World began. 
In ZA»'s Bowers, when Man's great Sire affign'd 
The Names, and Natures of the brutal Kind. 
Then Lamb, and Lion friendly walked their Round^ 
And Hares, undaunted, lick'd the fondling Hound, 



tVonilroHS to tell! But wher% ^ith luckle&Haod; 
Our daring Mother broke the fole Command, 
Then Want and Envy brought their Meagre.%Tiai^ ! 
Then Wrath came down, and Death had leave to 

reign: : \ 

Hence Foxes earth'd, and Wolves abhorr'd thd Dsifj 
And hungry Churles ehlhar'd the nightly Prey^ 
Rude Arts at firft 5 but witty Want reiin'd : ^ i j 
The Huntfinan's Wiles,and Famine fbrm'd tfae&ffiiil 

Bold Nimrid firft the Liorfs Trophies wore^ 'A 
The Panther bound, and launc'd the briftling Boar 9: 
He taught to turn the Hare, to bay the Deer, 
And wheel the Courfer in his mid Carreer: 
Ah ! had he there reftrain'd his Tyrant Hand! 
Let me, yePow'rs, an humbler W^reath demand. 
No Pomps I ask, which Crowns and Sceptres yield, 
Nor dangerous Lawrcls in the dufty Field j 
Faft by tlie Porreft, and the limpid Spring, 
Give me the Warfare of the Woods to fing, 



' A nitat^ ingbrioy^ 

And now thy Female bears' im ample Womb 
^lie Bane of Hares, aiid Triumphs yet to come. 
No Sport, I wec% nor Bhft of fprigl^y Horn, 
Should tempt me then to hurt the Whelps unborfj^ 
.Unfaiddd^ . in Qi^^ fct her freely rup, . .-^ 
To range thy Courts, and bask before the Sun^ 
Near fiiy foU TaWc 1^ the Fav'ritc ftand, . 
Srf oalf by* thy Son^^ 9 or bloonung Daug^terfs 

;Hand. . - vr : 

Carefi, indulge, by Arts the I^troa Iw 
T' improve her Breed, and teem a vigorous Tribc^^ 

• ■ ■ • ' " '. ■ ■ 
: So, ( if fmall Things? fnay be cpmparM wi^ 

great, - 

And Nature's Works, the Mufe& im[itatc ) 



So, ftretch*d in Shades, and lull'd by murm'ring 
Streams, 

Great Maro's Breaft receiv'd the Heav'nly Dreamsp 
Reclufc, lerene the mufing Prophet lay, ' ^ 
Till Thoughts in lEmbryo, ripening, burft their 
Way. 

Hence Bees in St^te, and foaming Couriers coq)^ 

Heroes, and Gods, and Walls of lofty Rme. • 
*«##««##«*•## 
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E*ER the Foundations of the World were feid, 
• Ffcr kindKng Light th' Aknighty Word 
obey'd, 

'hou wcit 5 and when the fubterrancous Flame, 
hall burft its Prifon, and devour this Frame, 
rom angry Heav'n when the keen Lightening flies, 
nd fervent Heat diflblves the mating Skies, 
'hou ftill lhalt Be 5 ftiU, as thou wert before, 
nd know no Change, when Time (hall be no more, 
.s a fmall Drop in the wide Ocean's toft, 
o Time fliall in Eternitv be loft. 




O N 




ills ^a^t^t:^L'^ 

O EidldB Thou^t! Divih* Etcn^ v . . '}^'. 
Th' ifrimoital Soul fliawi but a pit of Theei ^^l^^ 
For thou wcrt prefent whch btiisLife bega% ' - '^l 
When the warm Duft fhot up in breathiiig Maff r' 



Ah ! what is Life? with tUs encompafi^cl roundi 
•Midft our vaft Hopes, Fate Ihikes the 'fi^ 
Wound: ? ,'c:.f[8 

To Day th' Ambitious of new Honour drttto^ 
To Morrow Death deftroys his airy Scieihtij 5 
Does hoarded Trcafure moulder in thy tJlieAt*^^^ 

Or, art thou with a beauteous Confort bleft? 
Thy lavifh Heir {hall foon thy Wealth difperfe, 
And with feign'd Tears attend thy blazon'd Herfcj 
Thy lovely Wife refign her balmy Breath, 
And ftifFcn in the frozen Arms of Death. 
Shoijld dreadful Fate th* impending Blow delay. 
Thy Mirth will ficken and thy Bloom decay j 
Then feeble Age will all thy Nerves difarm. 
Nor can thy Blood its narrow Channels warm. 

Who 
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Who would .jfoin ^fe 09 |bch Q)Q4it|ot^ -^ 
To g|oani)C9e^th thc load of'^^Fourfcprc-Y^i r 
Or mc^y-i0^iib to fireuh^this Naxrow^^S . i 
Tfi^frjfiWtfeM^^ of Mffii-y - > r 

yiitijaus Soul purfiies a noWcr Ai% . ; 
J^J^)fOC^rOn,]JL& but 03 a fleeting Dreapqu: . - 
She longs to wake, and wHhes to get fifec, 
Thatj(^ip»3f laupph^^^^^ 
For wbik. to -Thee flie lifts her foaring. Thought, 
Ten-thoufend,jdxou6od rolling Years are Nought.- 



..... . :.-;f 

To the Right Honourable ■ 

Charles^ Lord Hallifa^ 

. . . 

OCCASIONED ^Arr,/, 

By tranjlating into Latiii hfs LordJhtfs^M^ 
on the Boyn; and Mr. Stepney V m^8t 
late Kin^s Voyage into HoUana., j tO 

Writ in the Year 1709- • 'f.r ^ iT 
By Mr. E V S 'D E K. ,t 

My Lord, 

TO You, when * publick Grief implor'd youil 
Aid, 

The firft fliint Produfts of my Mufe were pay'd:., 
To You again in Cannifters I bring 
Thefc eariy Gath'rings of a fecond Spring. 

The 
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The nobleft Fruits, that ever Bleft our Ifle, 
See here trsmfplanted to the Roman SoiU 
But fo tranTplanted, that too Toon they fhow^ 
pE5hcy did not firft in Roman Climates grow. 
Sure rowling Spheres in other Orbits run, 
And Italy has loft her wanner Sun : 
Or now the boafted Majefty of Rome^ 
^ mare than rivalled in the Britijb Loom : 
Or I forget my Faults, and flxould accufe 
The rafli Endeavours of a feeble Mule. 
Fool, as fhe was, to imitate, fo young, 
The lov*d, the praisM, th' inimitable Song, 
And paint your Glories in the Lotion Tongue. 
The callow Eaglet wifely takes his Reft, 
Safe in the covert of a downey Neft : 
Till grown mature in Strength, he dares to fli 
Faces the glaring Sun, and tow'rs on I-Iigh, 
And bears the ratling Thunder thro' the Sky. 

As in return to Heav'n for large Supplies, 
From the fame Gifts we cull a Sacrifice j 
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So you receive a Labour of your own, . k 

l£y thus dUguis'd, the wond'rous Piece be knovni 
If thro* this rough-drawn Copy (till you trace 
Some lively Features of a beauteous Face. 
But I beyond Promethean Frauds afpire, 
Not only fteal, but fmother Heavenly Fire. * 
Where are the Flights, (true Criticks may rechm)' ' 
The Heat, the Force, ^tA Fancy ^win^d with FUuilS 
Where is great WilUam^s glorious Image leen^ 
Like Jove, bis Grandeur^ and UkeMzxs^ bisA&n 
No Gods defcending here adorn the Scene. 
Such was the Change, when bright Diana flood 
Amidft her thoufand Nymphs, bcfmear'd with Mud : 
jflphieusy clofc purfuing, gaz'd unmov'd, 
Nor knew the Goddcfs, he fo fiercely lov*d. 

Yet blame your Mufc,that gave too muchDelight j 
•Tis fatal to be eminently Bright. 
You from Tranflations had efcap'd unharm'd. 
Were I lefi daring, or had you lefi charmed. 

Poemi 




Poems I vi^w'A' 3ii3oun4 ^of ♦ cv'ry Skmt:^ * 

>Mti Piraie4ikoj3flcilfi<tlltc nclicll Prizle. xl 

I So ftnirting i iidden dark Abo^i; ^ _ I 

chufe ^ Cotrfar^ jnflt'd the iS/j!giij(|<iM imna 

couring, irove hMhfi|«ecb a*er ^/jim's Plaim <i 

Thro' Cmwda of fwooning Nymphs, ii:^hte4 

I S W ill lis * 

On cv'ry Side his eager Eyes he caft, ^ 
But jPr&firfim th^ reft inform furpall. 
le Ravxlher no longer could forbear^ 
lou^ on Her he feiz'tl, tho' many a Fair, 
Sd %ll SkUm's blo&mng Pride was tlierc. 

fiei by kind Fates^to Gi"catnefs force thdr W^f£ 
nd withaot Oawnings ihow a glorioles Day; 
Others, ^by FoitunCj and induftrioos Strife^ 

trive at Honours, in the Noon of Life» 
usy by painful, flow degrees alccnd. 
And anxious, till the verge of Death, attend, 
Great Brydet^ ^lid not early Great appca^ 
Faintly diftinguilh'd in his_ thirtieth Year; 




But Nature, when fhe would a Poet doom 
To fhow ripe Wonders in his opening Koom^ ' 
Lavifhly gives from all her choiceft Minei, 
And the rich Oar with nicer Care refines. 
Britannia grieves, (uch Bleflings are but few, 
A Cowley J w, and ail / ■ ffte.'- 

Could you, my Lord, the trembling Mu^fbiigilt) 
And bid the Criminal, twice Guilty, 
Yet how can Ihe thofe Injuries defend. 
Done to your Dear, (alas!) departed Friend I 

Stepney! in Foreign Courts a Favorite Name, 
For ever liicred to the Voice of Fame- 
Abroad, at Home, his Aftions Wonder mov'd 3 
Great was the Glory fo be thus approved, V 
But greater that, 'to be by you bclov'd. J 

O! were the Graces which adorn your Mind, 
Not to thcmfelvcs fo glorioufly unkind ! 
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Could yoUj untroubled^ ydir own Praife receive, 
Who Praife to others are fo pleas'd to give ? 
Fir*d with" the Theme, I had not crept fo long 
In lowly Numbes^ aod a niral Song. 
Ev'n now my Voice I woidd attempt to raife. 
And to new Wonders confecrate new Lays. 
Such, as might footh the moft harmonious Ear, 

Nor G — ^th^ nor utd », Should blulhto hear. 

But you. already modeftly refufe^ 
And check the Sallies of th' ambitious Mufe. 
Yet tho'. your Glories are with Care conccd'd^ 
Virtues,, when covered, moft,. are mofl; revcal'd. 
We view with Plcafiire ev*ry vulgar Stone, 
While richeft Jewels are with cautioa fliowa. 



O * ON 
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Reading the Critique on Milton, 

I N TH E 



SPECTATOR. 



In cloudlefs Beatns of Light true Judgment plays, 
How mild the Cenfure, how refin'd the Praife ! 
Beauties ye paft, and Blemillies ye cull. 
Profoundly read, and Eminently dull. 
Tho' Lynncts fing, yet Owls feel no delight j 
For they the beft can Judge, who beft can write. 
O ! had great Milton but fuiTiv'd to hear 
His Numbers try'd, by fuch a tuneful Ear, 
How would he all thy juft Remarks commend? 
The more the Critick own the more the Friend. 



By the fame Hand. 



L 



OOK here, ye Pedants, who defervc that Namcj 
I And lewdly ravifti the great Critick'sFame, 



But 
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Rut did he know once your Immortal Strain, 
Th' exalted Pleaiure would eacreafe to Pain : 
He would not blufh for Faults he rarely knew. 
But blufh for Glories, thus excelled by you. 



S O N G 



By Mr. THILl'PS, 
I. 

FROM mite'i and miTs, 
To purling Rills 
The Love-fick Strepben flies j 
There, foil of Woe, 
His Numbers flow. 
And all in Rhyme he dies. 

IL 

The fair Coquett, 
With feign'd Regret, 

03 



98 T O E TIX: A 

Invites him back to ToWit) 
But when, in Teais^ 
The Youth appears, 

She meets him with a Frown. 

nr. 

Full oft' the Maid 
This Prank hfd play'd, 

'Till angry Strepbon fworej 
And, what is ftrange, 
Tho* loath to change^ 

Would never fee her xuore. 



T He 

Smock - R a c 

'a t ' ' 

FIN G I A S. 

NOW did the Bag-Pipe in hoaiie Notes begki - 
Th' ezpeftedSignal to the neighb'irii^gCrcen ^ 
While the mild Sun, in the Decline of Day, 
Shoots from the diftant JVtfi a cooler Ray. 
Allarm'd, the fweating Crowds forfake the Town^ 
Unpeopled Fin^s is a Defart grown. 
Joan quits her Cows, that with fall Udders ftand, 
And low onhecded for the Milker'9 Hand. 
The joyous Sound the diftant Reapers hear. 
Their Harveft leave, and to the Sport repair. 
The Z)ifi/#»-Prentice, at the welcome Call, 
In Hurry rifes from hiy Cakes s^id Ale^ . 

P 4 Ha.adu\7^ 
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Handing the flaunting Scmpftrefe o'er the Plains^ 
He ftruts a Beau among the homely Swains, 

The Butcher's foggy Spoufe amidft the Throng, 
Rubb'd clean, and tawdry dreft, pufis flow along: 
Her ponderous Rings the wondering Mob beho]dy 
And dwell on every Finger heap'd with Gold : ■ 
Long to St. Patrick's filthy Shambles bound. 
Surprised, fhe views the rural Scene around s 
The diftant Ocean there falutes her Eyes, 
Here tow'ring Hills in goodly Order rife| 
There fi-uitful Valleys long extended lay. 
Here Sheaves of Corn, and Cocks of fragrant Hay. 
While whatfoe'er fhe hears, fhe fmells, or fees. 
Gives her frefh Tranfportsj and fhe doats on Trees. 
Yet, ( haplefs Wretch ) the fervile Thirfl of Gain 
Can force her to her flinking Stall again. 

Nor was the Country-Juflice wanting there, 
To make a Penny of the Rogues that fwcar j 

With 
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Wiih flipcrcilious Looks hc awfiwche Qrocn, 

" Sirs, keep the Peace 1 reprefeac die QweiiL 

Voor Paddy fwears his whole Week's Gains away, 
While^my young Squbres Uafpheme^and nothing pay* 
All on the moffie Turf confus'd were laid, ^ 
The jolly Rxiilick, and the buxom Maid, , > 
Impatient for the Sport, too long dehy'd, I) 

When, lo, old JrKter amid the Croud^ 
Prince of the annual Games, proclaimed aloud. 
Ye Virgins, that intend to try the Race, 
The fwiffeft wins a Smock enrich'd with Lace : 
" A Gambrick Kerchiffihall the next adorn, 
' " And Kidden Gloves fhall by the third be worn. 
This laid, he high in Air difplay'd each Prizes 
All view the waving Smock with longing Eyes. 

Fair Oonab at the Barrier firft appears. 
Pride of the neighboring Mill, in Bloom of Years j 
Her native Brightnefs borrows not one Grace, 
Uncultivated Cliarms adorn her Face^ 
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Her ro&c Cheeks with modeft Blu&es^low^ 
At once her Innocence mi Beraty fliow : 
Omab the Eyes of t^ch SpefSuitor diuws^ 
What Bofom beats^ciot in fiur OmU9\ Cauie? 

* 

Tall as aPine, MajeiUck Ncra jlood. 
Her youthfiilVeins were fweU*d with ^nghtlyPloilb 
Inur'd toToyls, in wholefom Gardens bred, 
Exad in ev'ry Limb| smd fbrm'd for Speed. 

To thee, OShevan^ next whatPraife is due? ^ 
: Thy Youth and Beauty doubly ftrike the ViewA 
Frefli as the Plumb that keeps the Virgin Blue I , j 
Each well deferves the Smock, -~but Fates decree 
But One muft wear it, tho' defcrv'd by Three. 

Now Side by Side the panting Rivals (knd. 
And fix their Eyes upon th* appointed Hand: 
The Signal giv^n, fpring forward to the Race j 
Not fam'd Catmlh ran with fleeter Pace. 

Nora^ 
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Nora^ aslaghthii^ fwiftj the reft o'erf^pals'd. 
While ^iS^fwn fleetly ran, yet ran the laft. 
But) O^nah^ thou htidAFenus on thy fides 
At iVi^^'s -Petticoat the Goddefs ply'd. 
And in 9 trice the fatal String nuty'd. 
Quick ftop'd the Maid, nor vncni'd, to wip the Prize^ 
Expdfe her hidden Charms to yulgar Eyes. 
But while to tye the treacherous Knot fhe ftaid, 
Both her glad Rivals pais the weeping Maid. 
Now in defpair ibe plies the Race again, 
'Not winged Winds dart fwifter o*er the Plain: 
She (while chaAe Dion aids her haplefs Speed) 

r" 

^bevan diitftrip'd—— nor further cou'd fucceed* 
For with redoubled hafte bright Oonah flies, 
^eizes the Goal, and wins the nobleft Prize. 

Loud Shouts and Acclamations fill the Place, 
Tho* Chance on Oonab had beftow'd the Race ; 
hike Felim none rejoyc'-4— — a lovelier Swain 
Ne'er fed a Flock on the Fingalm Plain, 
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Long he with (ecret Paflion lov*d the Maid, 
Now his cncreafing Flame itfelf betray'd. 
Stript for the Race how bright did flic appear! 1 
No Cov'ring hid her Feet, her Bofom bare, S 
And to the Wind flic gave her flowing Hair, j 
A thoufand Charms he (aw, concealed bcfbre/[ J 
Thofc, yet concealed, he fency'd fUll were more. ^ 

Ji 

Felim, as Night came on, yowig Oonab woo*d} , 

.-J r 

Soon willing Beauty was by Truth lubdu^d. i 

■ I 

No jarring Settlement their Blifi annoys, ' 
No Licence needed to defer their Joys. 
Oonab e'er Morn the fweets of Wedlock try'dj 
The Smock flic won a Virgin, wore a Bride. 




# 
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the hapfy^tfaff ointment ^//^^ French 
Invajim^ in favour of tbeTretendedTrince 
. Wales. 

Written in the Year 1707. 

c 

Sacred Bards! O all yc tuneful Throng ! 



Raife Anna^% Name in an immortal Soiig. 
Let ev'ry Breaft the tuneful God infpirc, 
Kindle Poetic Flames, a true Celeftial Fire. 



And foar on Maro\ Pinions to the Sky. 



And Ifis Swans their rival Mufick bring. 
Let Garth renew his pleafing Strains, and draw 
Fam'd Annans Form as bright as great Naffau*^ 
Her let the Virgins in their Songs proclaim. 
And fmiling Babes lifp out the darling Name ^ 
Let ev'ry Voice her lafting Praife refound, 
And paffing Winds convey the Chorus round. 




Let foftcr Ovid now negle&ed lie. 



Let Cam^s fam'd Sons in lofty Numbers fing. 



No 
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No bafc Impoftor can dilhirb thy Reign.} n 
His vain Attempts thou mockeft with Difdain, I 
Thou Emprefsof the Land, thou Goddefi oltbe^ 
Main^ 

So have I feen a Meteor blaze on high^ ' 
Dance thro' the ipaces of the liquid Sky^ * ! 
Then quickly fade, and in a moment die. 
Go Purple Cheat ! Let St. Germain ccMaia 
Thy narrow Emphr, and thy baflBedfTrain. 
There rule thy Fill, and fency'd Scepters wiiddi* 
And Kingdoms in Utopian Regions builcl. 
In State and Port with Latian Caefars vie, 
A6t the Mock Prince, and mimic Majcftyj 
Let crowds of Skives around thy Table wait. 
Attend thy Nod, and truckle to thy State. 
Such vifionary Realms does Lewis give, 
And fuch the Crowns his faithful Friends receive. 

Britannia's generous Sons behold with Scorn 
A Popifli Pageant by Contrivance born : 
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Hold, puny Wrttch i the £rim^ i« too bmve. 
Sooner hd^ll &eebofn ^ than Uvc a Slam. 
Let tltt bafe and G«Mb igiioblo Swains 
Their Fetters hug, and glory in their Chaini } 
But allye Hfeav'nly Powers permit that wc 
l^ay live Men, and brausb in Liberty. 

As tow'ring Spain did to Eliza yield. 
And own*d herSov'raign bf the wat'ry Field, 
Whm l?rah and SaovUi^ lafting Trophies rear'd. 
And early in the Book of Fame appeared : 
So Gallic Fleets viftovibus Aima^s flyi n 
'JTrufting ta Canvas Wings, tfa^ dare not try^ > 
The BritipFoYCCj nor caft the fatal Die; J 
Now and J?;>^ widi Noble Durjley gain 
Eternal Honours mi the briny Main, 
Whilft crowds of Hero's undiftingdih'd (hine. 
Above the Wing of liich a Mufe as mine, 
Whofe gallant Breafts have future Wars in view, 
Deftin'd to feve old Worlds, or conquer ntvf. 
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Then whither, poor Pretender, wilt thou fly? 
Thy Patron fees, too late, thy Ruin nigh. 
In (bme dark Convent hide thee from the Day, 
Shave thy thin Skull, and to Lewis pray : 
Let PattMmfim be thy conftant Theme \ 
But never more of promised Empires dream. 



O N A 

TOBACCO BOX. 

WHoever in a mean Abode prefiimes 
To lodge that facrcdHcrb, whofe curling 
Fumes 

(More grateful than Saltan Odours far) 
Play round the Nofc, and wanton in the Air 3 
May jEfcuIapm let him always want 
The Virtues of the Hcalth-rcftoring Plants 
Onlet th* unworthy Sinner be confin'd 
To abje£i: Weeds of fome Plebeian kind. 

Bacchus 
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Bacchus his Herb fliould have for its Abode 
The Workmanfhip of the Mtneah God", 
Well poliflit Steel, that, like the Mimick Glafs, 
Reflefts the Image of the^Smoaker's Face, 
And lets him fee how Veil a taper Pipe, 
Of Mold refin'd, becomes his humid Lip. 
Such, fuch a Seat is worthy to* receive 
The Myftick, Dionyfian^ feort cut Leaf. 
Pandora's Bdx, tliat angrjr Jove did fend, 
A fetal Troop of Maladies contained 5 
This better Gift as many Cures does hold. 
As were Difcafcs in that Box of old. 
Here, were I not confin-d in nairf dw (pace. 
The Vertues of the wond'rous Herb I'd trace ; 
How its green Beauties flourifh, in what Ground, 
And by what happy Chance it was by Liber found 3 
How the defeft of Talk it can fupply, 
If we this other way our Breath employ j 
How it coUcfts the Thoughts, and ferves inftead 
Of biting Nails, or harrowing up the Head. 
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But this great Task I leave to future Rhimes, 
And abler Poets bom in better Times. 



SONG. 

By Mr. BVDGELL. 

I'M not one of your Fops^whojto plcafe a 0>y Lafi, 
Can lie whining and pining, and look like an Afi : 
Life is dull without Love^ and not worth the 
Pofleflingj 

But Fools make a Curfe^ what was meant for a Blefftng, 
While his Godfhip^s not rude Til allow him my 
Breaft, 

But, hyjove^ out he goes, fliould he once break my 
Reft. 

I can toy with a Girl for an Houf, to allay 
The Fluftcr of Youth, or the Ferment of May*, 
But muft beg her Excufe not to bear Pains pr Anguifb ^ 
For that's not to Love^ By her leave, hut to Languijb. 

SONG. 
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S O N G. 

By another Hand. 
I. 

WHY will Florellaj when I gaze. 
My ravilh*d Eyes reprove. 
And chide *em from the only Face 
They can behold with Love ? 

11. 

To fhun your Scorn, and eafe my Care, 
I feek a Nymph more kind ) 

And, while I range from Fair to Fair, 
Still gentle Ufage find. 

III. 

But oh ! how faint is ev'ry Joy 
Where Nature has no part : 

New Beauties may my Eyes imploy^ 
]Qut you ingage my Heart* 



Ill 



POETICAL 



IV. 



So reftlcfi Exiles, as they roam^ 
Meet Pity ev'ry where j 

Yet languifti for their Native Home, 
Tho' Death attends 'em there. 



fTritten 4^ Hanover, upon the Marriage Con- 
trasted^ ifut not then conjummatedf between 
the Princefs Sophia (whom the frejeni 

King of Sw n had demanded in Mir- 

riage) and the Trince Royal of Pruffia. 

TfXEroick Youth, in whom a warlike Grace 



A X Strives with the Softnels of an Angel Face j 
No Fair, when you your tender Homage pay. 
Can long refufe to name the happy Day : 
Vanquifh'd in Love, your confcious Rival tries 
To conquer Worlds, and from his Paflion flies > 




Strivine 
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Striving to quel the Tprments of Defpair^ 
?y Joys of Conqueft, or by Death in War. 
Your Sword fhall ftem his Glory's rapid Courfe^ 
As Beauty's Prize you ww by Beauty's Force. 

Never cou'd Bride a Form ib lovely boaft^ 
Such Majefty in (b much Sweetnefi loft : 
The due Proportion ev'ry Feature ihow% 
And a Celeftial Bloom around them glows. 
Whene'er ihe Ipeaks, the wofd'ring Audience find 
The faireft Mold inclofe the faireft Mind. 
Fixt by her matchleis Charms, amaz'd we own, 
Perfeftion was referv'd for her alone. 
Their fatal Force the wounded Gazer feels. 
And his prefuroptuous Flame with Pain conceals^ 
'\ Beholds the heav'nIyMaid with hopekfsEyes, 
r Bums at a diftance, and in Silence dies. 

But you, young Prince, whofe Infant Bofomfir'd 
In fecret long the blifsful Hour defir'd, 

P 5 
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Of bright Sophia's Beauties now poiTeft 

(Her Heart confenting you fliou'd both be blcft) - 

Can rules of State ftiU make you wifli in vain. 

Or tedious forms unbounded Love reftrain?——^* 

Indulgent Heav'n forefaw th'excefs of Joy 

Too fiiddenly conferred might Life deftroy 5 - ^- 

And, mixing higheft Blifs with juft allay, 

The Bridcgrooin made 5 but bid the Lover llay. ' 

O N A 

LADY, : 

Who is the mojl Beautiful and Witty when Jh{ 
isJngry. 

By hix.EUSDEN. y/, 

LONG had I known the foft5enchanting Wili^ 
Which Q/pid praftis'd in AureUa's Smiles. • 
Till by degrees, like the fam'd JJian^ taught, 
S;itcly I drank the fwcct, tho' poys'nous Draught. 
Love vcx'd to fee his Favours vainly fliown. 
The peeviOi IJrdun murdcf d >w\x\\ a'Pio^Ntv. 
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What cautious Youth would thence have fear'dSur-, 

rpriZie ? 

Can. Beauty from Deformity arife? . 
In cloudlefs Nights do Light'nings harmlefs fly, 
And only blaft from a tcmpeftuous Sky? 
Mild Ferns haunts the Shades and peaceful Groves, 
HerThought% her Looks, are tender as her Doves. 
Smoothed were the Waves, and ey'ry Triton fung. 
When fromi old Ocean firft the Goddefs fprung- . 
Aunlia fhuns the Calm, and loves the Storm, 
Ruffles her Paffions to improve her Form. 
She by fomc Art, to 'th' artful Sex unknown, 
Hc5 all the Graces^ when the reft have none. 
; Th' unlatedVidor leeks new Triumphs flill. 
And whom hcrEyes but woimd,herTongue muft kill. 
No hope of Safety, if inflam'd herBreaftj 
At once die Charmer Looks, and Talks the beft. 
So Dry dm fweeteftfimg, by Envy fir'd,^^ 
Thirft of Revenge, where Phcsbus feiPd, infpir'd. 
ta&Jt^Qny did Sydlefs Mufe overtake. 
And Abfalm was writ for Zimri's fake, 

?4 "^^"^ 



xi6 FOkrtC Als \' 

New tnjorics ndw Lfttntb did ^refkgCy 
And a Mac Fkckno ^^t^ the Ckild of Rtgc. 



O U ask, my Pridid, hta^ I can 2)rf/« priMi 



X- When Myra^s Shape I view, ot Cymina^t Eftit 
No tedious Anfwer ftiall create ytm Pain, : i 
For Beauty, if but Beauty, I difdain. 
'Tis not a Mien, that can my Will controul, 
A fpeaking Body with a fiknt Soul. 
The lovelieft Face to me not lovely fhows, 
From the fwect Lips if melting Nonfenfe flows. 
Nor muft the tuneful Chloris be my Choice, 
An Earthly TMind ill fuits a Hcav'nly Voice, 

What! tho' my Delia not decay'd appears, 
She wants (you cry) the gawdy Bloom of Years. 



T O 



Mr. 
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Troci bat goodS^ife perpetual J07S will bring, 
Her Wit is orer yotttbfbl as die Spiiig. 
Th^ fluttering Sparks, v&o faihionably bum. 
And hourly for fome &ir Dirinia^ mourn : 
Soon as the ianpy*d Godded is enjoyed. 
To find her Woman, ficken, and are cloy*d. 
Not fo my Deiis ifasdl cooiumc her Charms, 
IBut rife each Mom more Beauteous irbmmy Arms. 
With envious Swiftnefs rouling Years may move, 
Impair her Glories, not impair my Love : 
Time's waftefiil Rage the Husband ihall defpife, 
And view the WifeiKll with the Bridegroom's Eyes, 
So kneels at fome iam*d, antiquated Shrine, 
The pious Pilgrim to the Pow'r Divine. 
Around he fees wild, rugged Heaps of Stone, 
Where Parian Marble once, and Jajper fhone: 
Yet confcious, what thole Ruins were of Old, 
Dares not, unmov'd, the moffie Walls behold 5 
But trembles at the Deity's Abode, 
And owns the pow'rfol Prcfence of the God. 



tit po£r/c';A4^^^ 




But fince Cleitra the fweet B9]:d^4i^3am% : 
Harih is his Verfe, and rugged are his Str^in^; ^^^^ 
Not kneeling Torrifmond can.Fity OKMre, . ^^p^ 
And the fTorU fcems too meanly loft far JUfue^ 

Nor let my Rival triumph, thp' I jy^^ . s ,^^^ 
Her Charms, and not his Reasonings, wontheFiel4t 
Plcas'd with Cleor.a's Cenfiires, I fubmit : 
So fliir a Face is fure a Judge of Wit. 

Rough 
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Rough* Aie the Lines, that rough to her appear} 
Heir fiytes confcfs the Juftnefs of her Ear. 
Tific iFart*d Corinthian thxxs roAttm' A her Caiifc, 
And with bright Glances bafBM aH the Laws. 
Her Orators had laboured long in vain 
^To prove her Injured, and her Right regain. 
Imperial lleafon ftiU unwarp*d was fbund^ 
And juft Decrees the joyful Vidor crowtfd: 
'Till Lais^ rifing with a Iweet Surprize, 
Difclos'd her Bofom, an<^ ynveil'd her Eyes. 
Amaz'd, each Judge, the film PJeader viewed, 
Repeal'd the Sentence, and her Suit renewed. 
The Faults they faw, they now can fee no more. 
And blame thofe Aftions, which they prais'd 
before. 

Triumphant Wrong o'er vanquifh'd Right prevail'dj 
And Beauty won, where Eloquence had fail'd. 



FROM 



ixa TOETICjfL 
FROM 

The Fourth Book <f Statiusi 
Thebaid. 

B<igtoiiiD^ at V E K s c 

By the fam Hand. 

GREECE thus emlmyrd, and Arms ftrounii 
prepdr'dy 

With Joy the youfig Pmbimp£us heard* 
New to the Field, yet &'d withThirft of Fsm^^ 
The beauteous, Uooming, beardlefi Heroe came^' 
Mean time beyond the bleak Lyc^us ftray'd 
Swift Ataiama in a diftant Glade: 
Purfu*d the Sylvan Game with eager Joy, 
Nor fear'd the Danger of her Fav'rite Boy. ■ 
Oh ! had her Heart the leaftForeboadings known ! 
The Mother's Fondnefs had preferv'd the Son; 
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Had bid the Warrior tp the Groves retreat. 
And coord a glorious, biit deiixuftive Heat« 
Never of Beauty to a Male before. 
Indulgent Nature kvilh'd fiich a Store. 
Yet the rich Workxompleatly ihe defign^d: 
A Woman*s Face concealed a Manly Mind. 
A Proof of Courage 'm each Aft appears) 
But what is Courage in iiich trader Years ? 
For him, the Nymphs, that haunt the verdant 
Woods, 

Or bath their Ihowy Limbs in cryftal Floodsi 
Or on the Mountain Iport, or on the Plain, 
All figh'd, all laogulib'd, and all bum'd in vain. 
And fure his F(»m might Nymphs infl^une with 
Love, 

Which could Diam^s fettled Hate remove. 
For V7hen ihe law, in the M^emlian Shade, 
How the fair, fmiling, littk Wanton play'dj 
How harmlefe o'er th' ynbending Grafs he flew, 
Of the ftorn Raptures flxe unmindful grew : 
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Well fccnf d the Virgin in the Mother loft,' 
That could this iweet, this heavenly Burthen boaff; 
New Fricndfhip foon the Goddcfe did com- 
mcncd, 

Recaird th' Offender,' and forgave th* Oflfencd 
The marks of Honour did again beftowy 
The Darts, the Quiver, aiftl the Cretan Bovr. ' 

[Thougidt, 

Th' un-fledg'd Commander, vainly ralh <tf 
Already bums with Battels yet unfought. 
To his quick View the bloody Scene appears, - 

And comely Dufl: his yellow Locks befmears. 
Ti-aiifports unknown the numerous Captives yield, 
While the gay A^iccor prances o'er the Field. 

His wonted Picafurcs now delight no more j 
No Mufick in the Hounds tr.iit bay the Boar. 
Inglorious feem the Conqucfts c: the Wood ; 
He fcorns the Dart, not dy'd with human Blood. 



Unarmed 
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Unarm'd the Youth) how iovdy to behold! 
But ^bMrg iwecdy fierce in bumifh'd Gold. 
His Surcoat glows, rich whh the Tyrian ibai% 
While Diamond Clafps the waving Folds reflrain. 
His Shield for Lightnc(s of finooth Skins was made. 
Where his fkm'd Mother's Triumph (hone dif- . 
play'd : 

Deep in th' jEtoIian Boar was fix'd the Reed, 
•And in the Paint the Savage feem'd to bleed. 
In his Left*Hand a Bow with graceful Pride 
He bore,, his Right the Cydon Eugh fupply'd. 
No \Hilgar Art adom'd his Coat of Mail, 
With feather'd Gold, and many a (hining Scale; 
His radiant Helm the waving Creft furrounds, 
And on his Back his Amber Quiver founds j 
But the pale Amber Jafpers green enchafc. 
And with a livelier Verdure die the Grafs. 
His fiery Courier fhorts and neighs aloud. 
With Wood-land Spoils of fpotted Lynxes proud, 



ai4 7^0 EtICj(L,)ji: 

In Swiitiiel% Ji8*d to. kavp^ MouiiaB||Hl^^ . 
A RrmkSnthttwGcpi^ Nirtk^ ...^ 
With Joy iijs Mdler^ fheath-d in AroiSt lie Jboic^ 
But wondered at a Wdght vn&lt befeie : 
His Mailer pleased, and fl«Ai*d with youth&iKSkiai 
Flew all around, and brightea'd or'iy Place* ^ 
Arcadian G>hort% firm, cxpcricnc*d Bandc^ 
Enclofe their Lord, and wait hit dread Q>niinaoAl>* 
ArcaHam^ Tiines*s firft Sons, who fcam t6 XsM^ 
From the known Origin a mortal Race I a 
Who your dark Pedigree convey too hi^ . , v-^*; 
Ere Moon, or Stars, were lighted in the Sky. 
l^re Nature's Rudencfi Art had taught to yidU^ 
Unbuilt each City, and untill'd eadi Field* . . 
Prom that loft iEra you derive your Birth, 
And Steps firft printed on the wond'ring Earth* 
The haidy Race (if Fame the Truth has fiing) 
From rigid Sires, and wooden Parents fprung. 
The laboring Oak a ftubbom Off-fpring bred. 
And kindly with frefli Show*r$ of Acorns fed. 
/ ^ Ftoff 
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From the tall Afh a new Creation rol^ 

And teeming Lawrekfefe a- llfdther's Throws. 

The Beech Frolifick prov'd in like Degcee, 

And a green lofant dnfpnirihjm e^'ty Tree. 

Thefe eariy, yoiug fnhdrtrama begun 

To watch the Motions of the rolling Sun. 

New to thb itrai^ Vidffitude of Lig^t^ 

They trembled at the fwiitApproach of Night: 

While Pbabtu haften'd to the ^ejlem Streams, 

In. v^tfasy-MlttW'dl t^ •'en^ 

Thmi weuy'iMieav^dthdr HbttdS) andbe^dhis 



Hung wioh^tbdr %e»oa>dle IMi^Mukig^Ray, 
And mown'^d, and Cvckeif^ ia de^^ of Day. 




I T O E T^rcid Z \ i^. 

I 

The Fourth Book Statius^, 
Thebaid > 

Beginning , at Vbrse 305>. ^^j^ 

By the fame Hand. - * 

AME now ih* important Secret had bsiray'j^ 
And to the Mother the fad Truth pQW^sy^ 
How her raih Son, inflam*d wkh War^AfecttbiT 
Had march'd, and all ufrcaJia.vom'd to Axtf^i al 
Struck with the fetal News, at firft {hc^ftmld 
No Strength, and drop'd her ufekls Arrowy 1rQjun4«3 
Then fwift:,as Storms, that cend the lofty WO(94%r 
O'er Rocks ihe flew, and ftem'd the fqiamisg 
Floods^ . T 

Her loofen'd Robes, n^lei^, flowed. behind^ :H 
Her Locks at Pleafure ruffled in the Wind. 

- The 
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The Mother Tygcrs thus, their Children llain, 
Puriue the murd'ring Wretch^ and fcour aUhg the. 
Plain. 

Ciofe tdr-her Son fhe ffood; the Rcd forfook 
His Cheeks, and ihow'd a pale deje&ed Look : 
Then cry'd, What Frenzy has poflcft myBoy? 
Hence vain, deluding Honour, airy Tby ! 
Can thirft of Fame impertinently raife 
In fuch a tender Breaft fo fierce a Blaze? 
Leave Arms, my Child, to Mertj nortempttoofar 
The fweating Toils, and dreadful Shocks of War. 
Too foon, alasi thy feeble Strength would yield. 
In the rough Tempeft of an Iron Field. 
Nor do I feck to damp a glorious Fire> 
But wifli thy Vigour anfwcr thy Defire, ^ 
Trembling, I faw thee late (nor vam my Fear) 
Launch^ at the briftling Boat thy pointed Spear, 
The Savage tum'd, nor could thofe Nerves repel 
His Rage, and only not fapine you fell : 




CfaAei&* 8haii(^ gives manly Giace^ 
Alia ^Ibft Moto has Ibribok th7,F««eb 
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Thy Boldficfr then ihall be no more deplorM, 
And I my felf iftSl reach, lumk^d, thy Sword. 
No idle Tears thy Eflgemefi ihall blame. 
In P^thc of Glory, and Purfiiit of Fame. 
But tiomeward now, my only Hope, retire i 
Can yon, jfrcadkm^ fueh a Qiief deiire? 
Let generous Pity ipare the tender King, 
Or oot Boto but flinty Rocks you fpring. 




Q.J 



TO 



T O B T I C A I, ' ' 



T O TH E 

A U T HO R 

OF THE 

BISTRE ST^ MOT HE R. 

March the %6tbf 17 ix. 

LONG have the Writers of this Warlike Age 
With human Sacrifices drenched the Stage > 
That fcarce one Hero dares demand Applaufe, 
• Till, weltering in hisBloo^, the Ground he gnaws: 
As if, like Swans, they only could delight 
With dying Strains, and, while theypleafe,afl5ight. 



Our Philips, though 'twere to oblige the Fair, 
Dares not deftroy, where Horace hjds him (pare : 

His 



His decent Scene, like that of Greece appean^ 
No Deaths our Eyes ofend^ ao Fights our Ears. 
While he from Nature copies ev'rjr Part, 
in forml the Judgment, and afit^ thf Heart. 

Oft' as AndrmaAe renews her Woe, 
The Mothers fadden, s^id their Eyes o'erflow^, 
Hermimy with I^pye and Rage poflei^ 
Now fooths, now animates each Maiden Bread. 
Pyrthus^ trimnphant o'er the Iryan Walls, 
Is greatly Perjured, and as greatly Falls. 
.I^pve^ .a,ad Defpair, and Furies are combined 
M S^J^f^fi^h to diftraft his Mind, ; 

: F^pm fitA to lad Alternate Paffions reign } 
And wC 'refift the Poet's Will in vain. 



0.4 r AN 
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E^ftk to D — 

I Know yow- Paffim, ffiend md w«fU ap^tofe 
The ciiaft £cide«niieiit« of a mutual Lofcs^ ^ 
Yet fmilc to fee tfcc »iry Youth confiilM, f^i 
His boafted Fieedom ^1 to o»e tefign'd^ ^ 
Who widely rtftg^d^and courteil W<mat-kkid» J 

But only yon, thrice Happy you, can tell. 
How far thcfc Chains (ueh Liberties excels 
Her chart Embrace, one foft tranfporting Kifi, 
Surpaflcs all your Scenes of guilty Blift j 

Let modeft D laugh, and F jeft. 

At facred Pleafurcs, they want Thought to tafte 5 
They'd change their Mind, if bkfs'd with Au- 
ra's Charm.':, 
And own the iVect Convidion in her Arms. 

Bat 



But thofc are Paths imtrod, refcrv*d for you, 
Whilft I a wretched tieateh Track purfue j 
A Widow is my Lot, impcs'd liy Fate, 
To pay off Debt^ arul an £ftd|pe\ 
No Charms but thoie of Mony join our Hands, 
Aiyi Natiicr ihnnks at what the Prieft coounandj^ 
But Golden Chains nmft . iSx me to the Ore^ > 
(iliU jnu^^inidg^ and ibe!ll iiill heaye lor mora 
Spc ! where inethinks-the infatiate Creature lies, . \ 
^(^liilft I ifai^ , 
Wiiat can I do? Will He6fcicfc Warmth aflwage 
The tcnfokJ Fury of her wanton Rage? 
But Parem9,'Friendi, and diatcei^d Fortxines ciaim : 
Her Ricli: Alliance €0 ftppaitour Name. 

So M f h c a the Earth her opening Bread: laid wid<^ 
And all the F$rum yawned from Side to Side, - v 
TKc UmaM Youtb appcos'd her angry Womb, 
Leap'd in^ and made the mighty i>ccp his Tomb. 

ri T Q 



jr. TO UN o> 
Pom. T"*^ 




101 




OW let the AtKeift tremble J thop alone 

own* 7 _v - ; - ) ^; 

. ;Wlic3iii &alt thou not Reform^ O thoii ^f^^flb 
Tljbw God ddc«Q43:to ji^gj?. tiie, $auU f)f{J^ 

Thou Yic:^^^^S9!$t0m^,%j^^ 

Driven out fromG04f And 091?pi^:iwfl^..rj;t5i^ 

Yet more^ Behold tea nJ^oa^ ♦Th^^Rdeiff 
• And fudd«to¥cc^cttce ^ta^fi^ ^k^io^qg^JElaJl;^ 



Wlien 



When Nature* fiink, when eveiy Bolt was hurrd. 
Thou &wft the boundlels Ruins of the World. 

When Guilty felt the burning R 
And Sulphur fell on the deroted Plains 
3!he f^xmxcli thus the fiery Tempefl: pafl. 
With pious Horror view'd the Defart Wafte j 
The reftlefi Smoak iliU wav'd its Curls around. 
For ever rifing from the glowing Ground. 

But^dlinei O, what hcav'iJy Pliafiire tcU, 
To think fo greatly, and dcfcribe fo well! 
How waft thou pleasM the wond'rous Theme to try. 
And find the Thought of Man could rife fo high? 
Beyoiid this World the Labour to purfue. 
And open all Eternity to View? 

But thou art bcft delighted to Rjehearfc 
Heaven-s Holy Di&ates^ in exalted Vcrfc I 



Q 



a36 "PO ETI€ AL 

O thou haft Power die hardened Hcatt to ^vrarfn, 
To grieve^ to laifcy to terrifie^ to charms ' ' ^ 
To fix the Soul on God, to teach the Mind ^ 
To kiK>w the Dignity of Humaa^kind, - 
B7 ftriSer Rules well-goTem*d Life to firu^ -^^ 
And jnafiire o*er theAi^d in the Man. '-^^ 



On M. AngeloV famous Vieee of tht 
fixioHj who fiabb^d a Ter/bn^ that he might 
Jrnw it more nstura/fy. 

By Mr. TOUNG. 

WHILE his Redeemer on his Canvj^ cfies, 
StabbM at hisFeet hisBrother welt'ring lies : 
The daring Artift, cruelly Serene, 
Views the pale Cheek and the diftorted Mien j 
He drains ofF Life by Drops, and deaf to Cries, 
Examines every Spirit as it flies : 
He ftudies Torment, dives in Mortal Woe, 
To rouzc up every Pang repeats his Blow 5 

Each 
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Lrach r^isg AgQay» cadk dreadful Grace, 
ret ivarm traiiipkco^^ 

)h glpnous Theft ! oh uoUy wicked Drsiught ! 
Vith itsfuUChso^of I^aAetchFeatuirfiM^ 
;uch WQn4'rous FoArc the Migkk Coioois bdi^ 
^rom his Skill he fiatts in Harrar loft. 



DDE SPRING. 

For the Month of May. 
I 

GEnde akptyr coUc away J ; , 

On this fwcct this filent Crovcj 
Sacred to the Mufe and Love, 
In fofteft whifper'd Murmurs play. 
Come, let thy foft thy balmy Breeze 
Diffufc the vernal Sweets around 
From fprouting Flow'rs, and bloflbm'd Trees > i 
While ccchoing Hilk and Vales refoynd \ 



With Notfp, which wing'd Muficiam fio^V^* 
In Honour to the Bloom of Spring. 

Lovely Scafon oif Dcfire ! 
Nsuture Smiles with Toy to. fee 
The amorous Months led on by the^ 
That kindly wake her genial Fire. 
The brighteft Objeft in the Skiesi 
T^e Taireftliights that ihine below, 
T^lie Siin, and Myra's Charming Eyes, 
At thy Return more charming grow. ^ ^ 
With double Glory they appear 
To ^arm and giiace the Inf5mt Ycir. 
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SO fair a Forin, witt fiich Devotion joyn'd ! 
A Virgin Body, and a fpotlds Mind ! 
Plcas'd with her Pray 'rs, while Heav'nprppitloiisiees 
The lovely Votrefi on her bended Knees, 
Sure it muft think lome Angel loft its way, 
And hapning on our wretched Earth to ftray $ 
Tir'd with our Follies, fain wou'd take its~Flight, 
And begs to be reftor'd to thofe bleft Realms of 
Light. ' 



SOLOMON.r SOl^G, 

CHAP. IV. 

S OLtiMd i^. 

DAnghten of SUm, and ye Virgin Throng, 
That tread Juded'sVlains, regard my Song. 
Let kindly Thoughts your fofter Paflions raile. 
And on my fair One with Complacence gaze. 



140 TO ET IQ A L 

Her Dove-l&e*£yc8 ttx^^iio^SmA 

Breathing at once both Love and Innocence: 

Behold, adown her Neck the wavy Locks 

Bound like exulting Kids o*er ffi/f^s Rocks: 

Her I v*ry Teeth in beauteous Order ihnd. 

Whiter than new-fhom Sheep on Jordan^s Strand |r 

When dropping from the Floods with fleecy SkttiSy 

Each with her Lambs appears, andeach with TwraSv 

Her Lips like Threds of Scarlet brightly glow j. 

In comely Speech her moving Accents flow: 

Her Cheeks amidft foft circling Treflcs fliin^ 

As'whcn the tender Ringlets of the Vine ^ . 

^ [twme. 

Around the blafhingPi uit their greener Curls en* 
Her Marble Neck the fparkling Gems adorn, 
As radiant Phofpljor paints the fhining Momj 
Stately, likci);t^7V/^' Tow Yin AWs Fields 
Ernblazon'd all around with Warrior Shields. 
Her even Breafts, where youthful Graces dwell, 
Pregnant with Bloom, and ripening Beauties fwellj 



Like 
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JUkejroiu^Twin-Roes dut graze the flowery Meads 
With Buds juit fprouting from their Velvet Hea^s* 

Hence^ to the Hills of Myrrhe PU hafte away, 
Where fpicy Breezes round my Head ihall play 1 
In gentle Preams I'll fjpend the gloomy Night, , ^ 
*TiU Morning Sun rellores his golden light. 

Return from LebanoHj, my Spouie, my Love, 
To Hermmfs dewy Hill and A^'s . Grove : 
^ee, from Amam^% gjxen andihady Brow,, 
^he diftantProlpeft of the Vales below j 
9^ecurely hence the fpotted Leopard view. 
Nor fear the grizly Lion's yellow hue, . , 

O Spoufe divinely Fair ! whofe ev'ry Part, 
With Streams of Liightning,melts my ravifti'dHcart I 
Full of thy Love, I fcom Baalbamon's Winc^ „ 
Nor for the^ Vineyard's purple Juice jrcpiae ; 



R 



Such {wecjifedm^ ^^l%t,Hl 

That Saii^%»jA«x$ 

A balmy Miik does from % Joi^ 

And aU thyXi^ wiA liqiiw^^^^ 

With SmcUs of Z/^MMra t^^jrv^^ 

ScattQis refindhii^ Qdo^ r^^wii 

The various Sweets which fod ll|e^,d^^ 

My SpoufC) my lovely Sifter^ arc ifk Tl^^. . , ^^-yy 

So, when the SuOt wttlh opcm 
On fome fiur. Qax^ihedihjs geo^ 

Each vernal Flow*r uprears its painted Heady 
While opening Buds their folded Leaves dif-lpi;qa4i 
With trembling Stream the limpid Fountains play. 
And from their gilded Waves reflefl: the Day. 
Ripe thural Fruits their Frankincenfe exhale, 
Spikenard and Cinnamon, that loves the Vale, 
Saflron and Spikenard, precious pleafant Oil, 
That fprings from, rich Arabia's happy Soil: 



Thei 
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Their fpicy Rind, with giknmy Sap diflent, 
Breadis. thro' the Air a ibft Bal&mic Scent : 
Nodumal t)ews in humid Vapour rife. 
And fragrant Ciouds perfume th£ azul'e Skitt. 
SPOUSE. 
Awake^ O North! or thou kind Sbuthem Breeze, 
In foftly Murmurs whiipcr thro* the Tre^s: 
With foofhing Breath upon my Garden blo\<r, 
That grateful Smells fix)m every Part may flow^ 
Let my Beloved in the cooly Shade, 
Upon fome Lilly Bank repofe his Mead; 
Or with delicious Fruitage pleafe his Tafte, 
Be fiU'd with Joy, and blefi the kindRepaft. 



TO 
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Fery Tomg LADY. 

By WtUiam Harifotty Efq^ late Secretary to 1 
Majefty at Utrecht. 

J^Larellfl^ when thofe Eyes- 1 fcc. 
So innocently kind and free. 
Ever fix'd, and fix'd on me : 

Say, why fhould I my Time mifpend? 

With idle Fears fo long attend, A 

And lofc the Lover in the Friend ? 

A Year, or two, I could forbear; 
But that fome happier Youth, I fear. 
May gain thy Heart, and triumph there. 

Then dcareft Girl with me retire. 

What Age fliould give. Love ihall inlpire, 

And thou fhalt ripen by my Fire, 



In Praije of Laudanum. 

By the fimHrnd. • 

I Feel, O Laudanum^ thy Power Divine, 
And fall with Pleafiire at thy flumbYing Shrine: 
Luird by thy GharBus I ^fbape each anxious Thpugl^t 
And evejy thing but Mira is forgot. 



On the Death of a Ladfs Cat. 

By the fame Hand. 

AND is Mift Ttahhy from the World retired? 
And are her Lives^all her Nine Lives expir'd ? 
What Sounds fo moving, as her own, can tell 
How tahhy dy'd, how foil of Play flie fell! 
Begin, ye tuneful Nine, a mournful Strife 3 
For every Mufe {hou'd celebrate a J-iff . 

H 3 THE 
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THE 

PASSION of SAPPHO 

By tbi fame Hand. 

HAIL Sacred Mufc, and Vocal Shell, 
That wont the Joys of Love to tell j 
Now turn your Songs to Moumfiil Strains, 
My Joys are fled, my Love remains. 
Wanton Cupid, iHe Toysr^ 
Pleafing Tyrant^ foft Dejlroyery 
Do not' thus my Heart controuh^ 
Phaon flies me far away^ 
Rcafon does renounce thy Sway^ 
Yet contented I ohey^ 
Ever raging^ 
Paft ajfwagingj 
Jsove fojfejfes all my SouL 
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BEneath this fad and filent Gloom 
I wafte my Beauty, YoUth, and Bloom 
Bi^^ot the Shades that banifli Day 
Drive Phaon's brighter Form away; 
A Youth fo fhap'd, with fuch a Mcin, 
A Front like that of J&ve Serene, 
With fparkling Eyes, and flowing Hair, 
And Wit that ever charms the Fair, 
The fpitefid Gods contriv'd for Ruin, 
And deck'd him thus for my Undoings 
O the [oft Tranjporting Pleafure^ 
When we yield our Firgin Treafurei 
JVhen toe meet the Joyous Lover ^ 
And an equal Flame difcover. 
Nothing now to Love denying^ 
Blujhingy Panting^ Meltings Dyi/^. 

the [oft "Tranfpming Blifs f 

What is Life ' ■ or Fame to this ! 

1 Rave, I Rave, Unhappy Maid j 
That Name my Folly does upbraid ^ 

R4 



To Shame, Rcmoife and ij Artk fee«fay*djt^\\ x^rf j 
What Power, irhit God tran ftnd Reteefc^:^ }{rn I 
Sicilian Vir^m Ihm the Am ' ' \ \^ ^6 lu 
Whence my Misfortunes rife; . -ci on 

With Eafe my PBam Conquers Hearts,^ * "^njr t 
With Eafe neglefe the Prize. ^ : • voq 

/ Dream^ or in fome RivaVs AmSy / r 
Forgetful of my Rifled Charms^ - nt?. r^v. 

I behold the PerjuT'd Boy: .r ■ > 

Anguifh wafte^ vt^^ri 

Lightning BUfi^ 

Hcav'n for fake her y 

Hell overtake her^ ... T^^ i 

jEVr fhe taftes the riflng Joy. .. ^ r .i 

No let her Triumph, let her prijie ; ; v i 

The faithlefe Wretch, whom I de(pife| . 3 
By his Ingratitude fet free, 
ril reap the Sweet of Liberty. 



Alighty /Jbj^ jCQul^ fmiptfR^^ v-.y( r-a oT 
Did my Cfeaat«(©p,li!^^^ » i^ w^ rr(V/ 

Thus be all thy Wiflics^feWted, .x^^ ^ , , ,7^ 
For no longer I adore tlieci /.r. , - v r- ^^ * 
Had thy Love one Moment lafiedy ^ v v- j ^ v/ 
Happy I had Changed before thee. . .r r, 7; 

Wander Phaon, fo will Ij 

Roving^ Ranffnfy i V \ 

Ever Changing 5 ' ^ i , ..y.^ 

Gay and Airy^ . .« , , ■ 

; ' Formed to Fary^ 
Jj to pain ym^ 
fFill difdain youy 
And to Nobler Conqueft fly. 
Rdcntment, Pride, and glowing Shame, 
Once Guardians of my fpotlefs Fame, > . rX\ 

Py Conqu'ring Love tho' bani/h'd hence, : yfy 
Again vouchfafe me your Defence, ! . , 

Aflcrt an Empire late your own^ .vc v:; \\ r 
And (hake the Tyrant on his Throne : 
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Support mc, aid mpj far I fed 
My fainting Refolution red. 
Dc$^hy tbw ^ain State of Scrtm^ 
fFe lofi to^Daj/j to wait to Morrow % 
Hs may return^ my Phaon may% 
Icbeat my felfj why Joes be ftay ? 

Shall Safipboj like a helplefs Maid, 
Pine to Death, of Death afraid ? 
Pve try'd all Female Arts in vain, 
Diflembled Scorn and falfe Difdain^ 
For O J with real Grief oppreft, 
I Bum, and Tempefb fhake my Breaft. 
O what Torments wound my Heart I 
Gentle Deatby in PHy take me^ 
And perform thy grateful Duty : 
Since my Phaon does fwfahe mej 
To thy Arms I yield my Beauty^ 
Kifider thine than GupidV Dart. 



MISCELLANIES, afi 
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By Mr. E V S 7) E K 
T kft is gmted^ what wc wUh'd for long. 



JL JL The Rman Arts have leam'd the Britijb 
Tongue. 

The fwect Fnmfian Bard could kfh the Crimes, 

And ridicule the Follies of his Times : 

Yet the fly Satyr mov'd with fo much Eafe, 

The Sting, while wounding, never faiPd to pleafe. 

Nature, we fear'd, had here her felf out-done, 

Too weak again to raife fo great a Son : 

But now in Fame we dare with Rome engage, 

A fecond Horace has adom'd our Age. 




O F 



THE 
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Hail You! whofccv*iy Thought, and every Line 
Our Judgments ripen, and our Taftes refine. 
Whorcadsyour Works, knowswhat the World e*cr 
All human Life lies open to his View. t^^l 
Old Age with Tears fees artfully diiplay*d 
Thofe fhutlcfi Pleafures which they once obeyed s 
While by too dear Experience, Youth, untaught, 
Ftyfirom theSnares,in which their Sires were caught : 
And by your Labours double their Delight, 
Lcam how to Live, as well as how to Write. 

O! in what beauteous Elegance of Drcfi 
Th' immortal Bloom of Virtue you exprcfs ! 
How fweetly Mild flie looks in all her Rules! 
The Choice of Wife Men, tho' the Scorn of Fools. 
How Vice can never with true Reafon fuit ! 
The Man degraded, finks into the Brute. 
Ourmifs IS loft, v/hen 111 we once begin, 
There is no EJen in the Paths of Sin. 



It 
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If facrcd Thirft of Gbry you infpire^ 
Each lab'ring Breaft gbws with a generous. Vm^^ 
Had Fate refcrv^d young Ammn for this Agc^, ^, . , 
We had not feen him with wild Frenzies rage : 
His vain Defcent fromHeav'n he would difclaim. 
To ibine the foremoft in pur Cmt of Fame. 

While the Coquet her airy Motions tries. 
The Man has Humour, gay Etmlia cries : 
Laughing goes on, and hugs the ^ithfiil Glafi, 
Pleas'd with the true Refledion of her Face. 
But grave Althaa reads the Prude with Spleen, 
And wonders how her fecret Faults were feen. 

When Rules of Honour, in the married Liie, . 
You ftriftly fix to Husband, and to Wife, * 
The Libertine from ChW% Arms retires. 
Forgets to Luft, and bums with nobler Fires. 

Or when the fluttering Coxcombs of the Town, 
And all their naufcous Fopperies w 
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Such is the Wit, as needs no Cridck icut^ 
And the chaft Vellal, unconcem'd, might hear. 
Sndi as can never Innocence defile. 
Yet from the moft fevere extorts a Smile. 

The happy Delicacy of yom* iPIays 
I pais in Silence, nor attempt to praile. 
O Charlotte J who thy Chara&er can read, 
But foon muft languifh, figh, and fecret bleed ? 
Is it your Fancy, that thus boundlefi rove^ 
Inflames om-PalHons, yet eludes our Loves? 
Or to the World are living Cbarhts known. 
Or Ihe, th* unrivaled Phamxj reigns alone? 
To Wealth, to PowV I ev*ry Wifli rcfign. 
If only that dear Cbarhtte might be mine. 

Go on, great Man ! if you need farther go, 
Whofe bright Meridian can no brighter ihow. 
Still you their Fav'rite let the Mufes call. 
All Arts adorning, and adom'd by all. 
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So varioufly you write, yet flUl So well. 
We iu)ow oot where to judge you moft excel 
Nor can you, tho* you multiply the Store, kiM?^ 
Add to your Glory, or our Wonder mow^ . ^ 



T O A 

L A D Y,. 

That wep at the hearing C A T O read. 

By the fame Hand. 

IF ever Grief could perfeft Form improve, 
EufbremOj weeping, more commands our Love. 
How ihall we call, that we fo much admire, 
A melting Brightnefs, or a humid Fire ? 
* Bluih not at Sorrows feen, in vain fuppreft. 
Sighs fwell to Streams, and flowing fhine confeft. 
The happy Poet muft with Tranlport hear, 
His Art confirmed by fuch a precious Tear: 
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Precious as that which good OOnM.ihcdy 
Whcn^crji/moura'd o*er young Msrcelbis ilauLi(i 
Alas ! the gen'rousJSoiffM difibrs ftill! .) 
She wept ihe could not lave, you weep to ^SSH i 
Ah ! gentle Fair! too kind, too cruel Maid! .1 
Can you in others Tyranny upbraid, S 
Yet be the Caufe of Liberty bctray'd ? ) 
Think on his Halcyon Hours you could deftray 
Eacfh glided fmooth, for each was wing'd with Jojl^ 
Whate'cr he fiecly wiih'd, he freely choie, - ) 
Like Roman Senates, till a Cafar rofe. r 
Thcfc Lips, which us'd no fav'rite Sound to claiffij 
Now fondly quiver on Euphrenia'*s Name. 
This Hcartjwhich once no pointed Glance had flung, 
Illccds at your Sight, and trembles at your Tonguff. 
Yet do I court, not ftruggle with my Chain, J 
Kiillc the Thraldom, pleafant is the Pain, S 
And you for ever fhall Dictator reign. D 
The ilubborn Cato^ whofe unfhaken Soul 
No Flatt'rics could allure, no Force controul. 



Had 
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Had yo«i then liy*d, had fweet Cotifufion felt, : 
I His S^bmcls foftenM, imd begun to melt : 
Oft would have look*d, and oft with glad Surprife 
Bondage it fetf own*d lovely thro' thofe Eyes. 
Tell me, ye leam'd, how equal Obje&s ftxike 
Eupifrenia's Breaft with Paffions fo dillike? 
How tender, and relentleC; thus agree ! 
Why there all DifCord, here all Harmony? 
Can you lament the Miieries of Rome^ 
Patricians loft, or Slavery their Doom^ 
Yet ravage carekfs o'er your Native Ifle^ 
Sport in Deftrudion, and in Murder finile? 
Oh! when you weep, and vanquifh'd Virtue grace. 
Who would defire the mighty Vifior's place? 
Misfortune proudly triumphs o'er Succels, 
And Cafar envies Cato's Happinefs. 
How willing for fuch Tears to yield up all. 
Scarce an Equivalent i the conquered Ball! 
How pleas'd fuperior Glory to allow. 
The World by C^far^ Cafar ruPd by you. 
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Sure Bards of old deceived us in ttieir Strains^ 
Syrens wci c all Eupbrema's of the Plains s 
Who, gently touch'dbyfomc foft, mournful Sound, 
Melted in Tears, and laviih'd Deaths, around. 
The noblcft Poet drew the nobleft Throng, ■ 
And the bright Hearers made the dang'rousSong. 
Was not this Piece fo elegantly fine, 
You had not liften'd to a dull defign. 
Gay, pompous Nonfenfe had lefs fatal been. 
You could not weep, where Nature was notfecflu 
Ah ! let theMufe Aid to the Lover brings 
Not from her Excellence his Ruin Q)ring. 
The Charms of Verfe fhould (till the Charmer moYe^ 
And whom they melt to Pity, (both to Love. ^ 



FROM 



MISCELLANIES. i^^ 



PROM 

The NINTH THEBAIS. 

VERSE 576. 

The Argument. 

Polyniccs, aided by ydcus, and .Andraftus, and o- 
ther Princes of Greece, bad rais*d an Army againfi 
his Brother Etcocles for Ufurping the Crown of 
Thebes, contrary to their A^reeiHent of reigning 
Tearly tunts. Atalant% Dau^tef to the King 
of Arcadia, bad devoted herfelf to Diana, hut had 
c^et^ards a Son caUed Parthcnopacus by Melea- 
ger J for which breach of her vow^d Virginity the 
Goddefs forgave her. Parthenopasus, tho* not above 
Fifteen Tear is of Age^ in fhe Abfence of his Mother^ 
gathers together his Arcadians, who thought they at 
firjl fprungfromTree^^ and tnarcheth to the Theban 
fFar. His Mother overtakes him^ and endeavours 
in vain by Tears, to bring him back. I'hen frighted 
with Dreams and Fijtons^ fie prays to Diana to pre- 
ferve her Son. T'h&eupon the Goddefs haflens to 
Thebes, but meets her Brother Apollo in the way^ 
who foreteUs the Death of Parthenopacus, and la- 
ments the Fate of his Augjur Amphiaraus, who by 
an Earthquake bad been htely fwallow'd oXv^^ . 
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^Goddefs ernes to Thebefe, rangetb her filf in fie 
Battle ; but is chid by Mars, and forced to retire. 
Parthcnopseus, [ufply'd by her with Darts^ makes 
cruel Slaughter among theTheh^^ till atlaftlhyts 
kills him^ and dies immediately bimfelf'j Diana 
tbreatnedy that whoever mortally wounded Partbe- 
nopseus, Jbould not furvive him. 

WHile the young Hero thus with Glory bums. 
At home the tender Atalanta mourns. 
In broken Slumbers baleful Dreams arife^ 
And airy Spe&res skim before hcrEyes'. 
Up from the Bed fhe rofe with Artlefe Carc^ 
(Loofc her Attire, difhevelPd was her Hur) 
To Ladonh Streams flie flew^ e'er dawning Light, 
To purge th'unwholfomVifions of the Night. 
For to her Mind, oppreft with penfive Thought, 
Ten thouland frightful Images were brought. ' 
Sometimes fhe faw the rural Trophies fell. 
Which her own Hands fix'd on the Sacred Wall. 
Sometimes, deferted by the Nymphs fhe flray*d, 
A lonely Exile from the Sylvan Glade, 
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Or .fecm*d o'er opening Sepulchres to tread, 
Loft in the dreary Manfions of the Dead. 
Oft m the midnight Gloom, her Eyes* begun 
To view the fency*d Triumphs of her Son j 
His Arms, his Friends, his Courfer known again. 
For him fbe fought around, but fought in vain. 
Oft flie beheld her Quiver glow with Fire, ^ 
And her own Figure in the Flames expire. 
One Vifion ill prefag'd above the reft^ : 
And waken'd all the Mother in her Breaft. 
Far on th* jircadianHiSJs an Oak there ftood, 
The lofty Monarch of the Subjed Wood, 
Which fi-om Pkbeian Trees fhe chofe to raife. 
And hallow to the great Diana's Praife. 
Bleft by the Deity, it proudly grew. 
And fpreading, Crowds of chafte Adorers drew. 
Here from the Sun,when tir*d with WoodlandGame, 
For cool Repofe, the daily Huntrels came. 
The Tusks of Boars aloft in rows fhe ftrung. 
And Beaihs of Stags, and Hides of Lyons hung, 

S 3 Tk^ 
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The Branches, thus enriched by Rural Toils, 
Bend with their Load, and ibarcefuibun the Spoils. 
Arrows, and Spears, and polifh'd Arms difplay'd. 
Chafe the brown Horror of th' enlightened Shade. 
Hither, it chanc'd, in Sleep her Fancy rov*d^ 
She dreamt of Pleafures, which awake flie lov'd. 
The Bear already fciz'd, Ihe, faiot^with* heat, 
Sought the green Covert, and the known Retreat 
There faw^ where late her fav'riteTree Had ftood, 
A naked Trunk remain, and ftream with Blood- 
The leafy Honours fcatter'd all around, 
And faplcfs Boughs lay withering on the Ground. 
Spcechlefs at firft with Grief fhe ftood, then cry'd. 
Whence fprings the Ruin? And a Nymph' reply 'd, 
The Manades in their mad Orgies fhow'd 
This fury j Bacchus is th' avenging God. 
Here from her inward Soul flie figh'd her Pain, 
And beat her Breaft with empty Blows in vain : 
Confus'dly wak'd, ftie left her mournful Bed, 
And look'd for Tears her Eyes had folfly fhed. 

Her 
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Her Body thrice flie plunged in living Streams, 
To .cleanfe the vile Pollution of hfer Dreams 5 
And added Myftick Words to eafe her Grief, 
But from Diana's Temple hop'd Relief. 
Early ihc haften'd, while the Mom was new, . 
No Eaftem Ray had drunk the Pearly Dew. 
Joyous fhe^^wj)eii*.Oak the Grove adorn,* 
Unlop'd i^ Branches, and its Leaves unfhorn : 
With fixutlefePray'rs, then; proftrare at the Shrine, 
Implor'd th' Alfiftance of the Pow'r Divine. 

O Vh-gih GoddefSi whfata the Woods obey. 
Beneath whofc ftubborij Rule and hardy Sway 
I live 5 my Soul her own fbft Sex difilains, 
And paraper'd Indolence of GrecianTr^s. 
Not Scythian Tribes, and Jnlazonian Bands 
Yield w'ith more Plealure to thy rough Commands. 
If not th' allurements of the Female Choir 
Could love of Dance, and wanton Songs infpirej 

S 4 



If Men by Virtue ftpovc Ih ^train titxMdty > o " 
(Tho* ondeliitpris'd, ungnfteflil Joys l iiilt^" A 
Yet did th(^e Hands no feeble DiftftflF resets i 
Nor vfith foild Ivy wreath th'unwartike Speas^ . - ( 
£v*n when lio Place amid thy Pomp allowed, ^ ^ - ^ 
I beat the Thicket diftant from thcCrowxi, 
And ever feem'd, unwillingly betray 'd, 
A Huntrefe ftiU, and ftill in Mind a Maid. 
But if my Crime fuch Innocence dcny'd, 
I did not labour the fwect Crime to hide. 
No dusky Cave the Searchers Care beguil'dy . 
But at your Feet I laid the trembling Child. 
To you, and to the World I did proclaim 
At once my Glory, and at cmce my Shame, 
The lively Infant foon his Race did ihow. 
And ftrctch'd unequal Hands to grafp the Bow^ 
Th^ ^ept^ conftrain'd from that loved hold to part. 
And his firft broken Accents lifp*d a Dart. 
O ! Goddcfi i to my Boy confirm this Pray 'r, j^j.^' >^ 
/ What .Vro^ld thofe Dreams, and nightly Forma de- 



In 




In you confiding to the .War.be ruts ? - . . » r 
Approve his Confidence, and fave niy^oii. v ) 
To my Embrace reftoiie him s let him cpiQC^ 
If not Viftor, fafe, the* vanqyifli'd), hgo^e. ' r 
Here letrhim bear your Ann% fecurcly fwiCiM^ 1 
And pant with no leis honourable Heat# 
Far from our Woods dire Omens ! but why feenr. 
The STA^Awi Deities to rule in Dream ? ^ . . f 
Avert, Imperial Queen, the fetal Stroke, 
And let me fondly dread the wounded Oak« 
But if thefe Vifiwiary Scenes relate 
Too true my haplefe Son's untimely Fatej 
If he mufl fall, e'er yet his Nerves he (bung, 
Think on thy Brother, ever fair and young : • a 
O ! by the tender Love a Sifter knows ■ ^ 
O ! by the pity to a Parent's Throws, = \ 
Grant me, kind Goddefs, an unenvy'd Doom^ 
JPicrce with thy keencft Darts this guilty Wambc 
The fruitful Source of Miferies dcftroy, • ) 
And let my Death firft reach the weeping Bofy; , \ 

She 
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She paus'd,and iaw, what (bon confinn'd her Feai^ 
The foft'ning Statue melted into Tears. 
On the cold Earth lies the defpondingFait, 
And fweeps the dufty Altar with her Hair. 
To T'bebes the vex*d Diana wings her flight. 
And tow'rs above the iieep M^mlian Height, 
Tho' its bold Head th'afpiring Mountain ihrouds. 
And fhoots whole fhady Groves amid the Clouds. 
Now on Parnaffus flie with Pride looks dow% 
From the laft verging Circle of the Moon: 
Thence glancing upwards, fcarce her Brother knew, 
For wmpt in Shades th' afflidted Pbmbus flew. 
But by her Prelcnce chcer'd, unvcil'd he fhone. 
The Gloom was fcatter'd, and the God was known. 
The Hcav'n, all-confcious, blufti'd from both Ex- 
At kindred Glories, and united Beams. [^rcmcs 
Th' immortal Pair did mutual Grace bcftow, 
Quiver to Qiiiver anfwcr'd, Bow to Bow. 

He firft : Too well, my Sifter, I forefcc, 
How unfucccfsful your Attempt muft be. 
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You ieek the fbebamj mad with War's Alarms, 
And the brave Youth, too early iheath'd in Arms. 
His Mother begs his Life s if Fate could give 
A Life bacj(, once condemu'4» the Boy ihouldlive. 
E*en I but late (I {peak it to my Shame) 
With baffl'dPowV from thofe curs'd Tumults came. 
I heard my Prophet, who my Garlands wore. 
And (acred Boughs, in vain my Aid implore. 
Prone thro' the Void, thefc Eyes faw difeppear 
At once the Chanot, and the Charioteer. 
Down to the iS'/jjgi^ii Shades alive he fell. 
Nor could I hinder what I did foretell. 
Sinking, he heav'd his Hands, and Phosbus own'd, 
But Phoebus could not clofc the gaping Grbund, 
Thefc the Rewards I to my Vot'ries pay ! 
Temptations fure to love my friendly Sway. 
My beft Endeavours ill his Merits foit : 
Silence, my Oracles ! with Grief be mute. 
Learn, learn from me thy Labours to forbear j 
Fruitlcfs Eflays, and fond Afliftance fpare. 

Th'^r- 
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TiW Jrc^iaff Frince muft wither in the BiTOxn, j 
The Fates have fix'd th* inexorable Doom. ; j) 
No dubious Sentences his Death contain,. . 
The melancholy Truth is here too plan. r 

Nor Aall (bmc Honour be at laft deny.'d. , ^ i 
To grace his Fall, the Goddels ftern reply'4- I 
The wretched Mother may this Comfort find^^^ j 
Who kills l^er Son, ihall not furvivc behind.. i , // 
Th* audacious Hand that ftrikes the guiltlc{s. B9^^\ 
Shall know no farther Pleafure to deftroy; 
So fmall a Puniihment I fiire may boafl^ . 
If not, the virtues of my Darts be loft. , ^ 
Fiercely Ihe fpoke, and haft'ning to difmifi. , .ry 
Her Brotb^^ parted with but half a Ki6. , ^ 
Her feeretBreqift glow*d with revengeful Thfjpglift 
4pd anxiousj the CadmanTov/'rs fhe fought. . : j 

The Battle there grew warm 5 from llaughtcr'd 
Redoubled Rgge, and wilder Frenzy fprings. 
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i Thcfe Troops, (or JFSffeus flam, come ruihitig on. 
But fwifter thofe, for loft Htppmedm. 
Alternate Vengeance traverfes the Field; - 
To pointed Swords their n^ed Breafts they yield 
The fame mad Fury in each Heart was fown. 
To feize another's Life, or loie his own- 
Fearlefs the clofe^ confronting Squadrons ilood. 
Eager 6f Deiath, and prodigal of ffiood. 
With adverfc Wounds eternal Fame they buy, i 
And imile in Ruin, and with Pleafure die. 

Diana now, an airy Journey paft. 
On the Dircean Summit ftoop'd at lafL 
The bending Forrcft the fierce Goddels own'd, 
And all the hoary Mountain fliook around. 
For here, when fruitful Niobe dcfy'd 
The Virgin Queen, (he fat, and checked her Pride. 
Defhnftionon her boafted Brood ihe fent, 
Half-weary'dwith th'unnumber'd Shafts, fh^lpent. 
^- ■ ■ . • 

At- 
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TV Arcadian Leader flie beheld from &r. 
Brightly diftinguHh'd in the Cloud of War. 
Triumphant thro* the thickeft Ranks he fttrVTj 
And reitfd 1 Coarfer to the Rein yet new. 
A Tyger*s party-coIouf'dSkin was ijJread 
O'er the broad Back of the proud fiery^ Steed j 
The golden Paws acrofe his Shoulders hung, 
With dreadful Grace, and fudden bounds he {|fniiig. 
His comely Mane, in artful Knots conftn'd. 
Eludes the wanton freedoms of Ae Wind. 
Below his Breaft, to mark the Hunter young, 
With Iv'ry Teeth a bending Poitrd hnng. 
His Surcoat twice had drunk the Tyrian Die, 
His filken Tunick, dazzling to the Eye, 
(The folef rich Work,which his fairMother wWughfj 
And for a while the Woods and Lawns forgot) 
Behind, collcfted in a Ribbon, flow'd : 
Hisjj^yrord it felf prov'd a too ponderous Load. 

The Field of Death he f iews with flrange delight, 
And Scenes of Horror thinks 
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The Pomp of War hi& youthful Fancy fires. 
And now th* embroidered Trappvngs he admires. 
Now grateful eveiy harlber Sound appears. 
And Mufick in the clank of Arms he hears. 
Sometimes his Morrion he with Pride furveys, 
Enrich'd with Ge^un^ that mingle in a blaze. 
But when the glowing Fight asks friendly Winds, 
His cumbrous Caique for coolnefs he unbinds. 
Confefi'd to fight, and free to open fhow. 
His golden Ringlets negligently flow. 
His fparkling Eyes roll with a lively Grace, 
And little Loves fport, fluttering round his Face* 
Along his downy Cheeks, by Nature %read. 
Is feen the purefl: white, and freflieftr red. 
But he this Smoothnels joyfully would fpare 
To look more manly, tho' he look'd le& fair. 
Yet while fuch Glories Admiration raife^ 
He fhuna th' Admirers, and difdains their Praife. 
His Beauty's jufl Encomiums he ^^''^"^^rp^Q^^ 
And fain would cloud his Brow witlv ^ww^"^ 
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Norcaahisnative.Swcetnefi difcompofe^- ^ 
Anger in him \a» Chann% and lovely ihowB. 
Where-c*er he moves, thcTZw^^^ FatheiB yjield 
An undifputed Paflage o'er the Field. • ^ 
Or if the Dart fiill-drawn its flight demands, . 
Their Children rife in Thought^ and chcck^Thet 
But he, rcgardlcls of their Pity,, pours 1*^^^ 
Deftruftion fwift around in fcather'd Show'rs:. 
Ev*n here the gazing Nymphs their Flames conft£ 
And from l^heumfian Hills his Motions ble&. 
TheDuft, and melting Heat new Grace beftow. 
In, the fair Youth is loft their Country's Foe. 
For him they figh, from Vow to Vow they run^ 
And wifli B^otia glorioufly undone. 

With Contemplation of this mourpfi)! Scene, 
Celeftial Teats flow'd from the DeJiM Queen. 
How thy fond Mother's Griefe lhall I abate. 
She (aid, or cancel the Decrees of Fate? 
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Why, crael Boy, didft thoiu unbidden cjomc 

To lavifh Life, and court a fatal Doom? 
i TToo pregnant Vertue, mounted to a Flame, 

TTaught thee to ftrctch, and pant for early Fame, 
-Show'd, Cowards live not, by extent of Breath, 
I But Heroes are immortalized in Death. 
^ Yet the ftreight Bounds of the M^enalian Grore 

Did lately a too fpacious Circuit prove : 
^ Not without Danger couldft thou range alone, 

O'er Dens of Beads, and Wilds of rugged Stone. 
. Thy Mother's Weapons ftill thy Weaknefe fhow. 

Nor canft thou launch her Spear,orbend her Bow. 

At my deaf Altars, bath'd in Tears, fee lies, 

And wearies Echo with repeated Cries. 

While thee the fprightly Trumpet chears from far 
. With noble Noife, fwcet Difcord of the War, 

Ah ! heedlefi Youth, wilt thou xmminded diq^ 

And to thy Parent only Grief fupply ! 



But that all living Honours might be paid, 
'Round her the Goddels cail a dusk^ SV!A&!&% 

T 
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Shot firpm the Mpqx^t9. and gliding chcde to faQ 
In the mid Throng, uufejen, yet feeing all; 
From the Boy's Quiver, firft, his Darts unknowii 
Gently ;{hc dole, asid fiU'd it wkb.her ownj 
Vf^yAchi fram'd by Art divine^ no Error Icnew, 
And fcatter'd certain Ruin where th<y flew* 
Th^ to defend liim from inv^^}ing Force, 
She fprinkled with Ambrolkl E>ejvs his Horfe. 
This, tho* unable to prcferve his Breath, 
Undiarm'd fecures him, till the.Hour of Death. 
She adds too Myftick^Sround^ which never iaily 
Sounds, which fhe teaches, in th'ufiitM^^ 
When foft by Nighit the fcU Magicians tread, ^ 
To drain the Poys'nous Herbs, or raife/the .Qea<l* 
He witjl riqh Stores of keeac^r A^owi fn^ight, 
Swells to a proud Extravagmce of T|l(Higkt : 
Boldjy the bcatcn.Paths.of Death forfakcs,. 
And crofs the Ranks uncommon Slaughter iqakcs 
Of all forgetful, wantonly he ftrays. 
And {iQav'idy.Mifchicif fpreads: ten thoufand wsiyj 
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Thus, the Getutian JVfothcr's Care fuccceds. 
The Lion young with hunted Blood fhe $:eds. 
But when by Age his Nerves their Vigour gain. 
He fees his lengthened Paws, and rifingManci 
At home for Food he nobly fcoms to ftay. 
And fcours the Plain, and tears himfelf his Prey, 

Mule, trace the Track of Death, in order tell, 
What Numbers by the youthful Herb fell. 
Chorabus thife firft Honour had to bleed. 
Between his Shield and Sever pais'd the Reed. 
Fix*d in his Thf oat th' evenom'd Arrow flood. 
And Sacred Fire ran circling thro' his Blood. 
But poor Eurytion felt more cruel Smart, 
In his Left Eye deep funk the deadly Dart- 
The hooked Point out with the Ball he drew. 
And with mad Fuiy on the Giver flew- 
But who agamft Ccleftial Arms can fight? 
Another Shaft foon drunk his other Light. 



Involved in Darknds, (till he hunts about. 
And blindly gropes to find th' Arcadian out : 
'Tin, ftumbling o'er dead Ida on the Ground, 
With heaps of Slain he lay encompafs'd round. 
Stung with his bitter Aoguifh, loud he roar'd. 
And Death for Eafe from Friend or Foe implor'd, 
The Sons of Abas next, a lovely Pair, 
Brisk Argus J famous for his length of Hair, 
AndQi^jv, fall, whofe too iweet Looks could move 
A Sifter with a more than Sifter's Love. 
This, in his Side received the fatal Wound, 
That, with a Dart transfix'd his Temples found, 
Here ihone the Point, the Feather there was fpy'dj 
But ftreamingGoredifHU'd from either fide. 
Th' Inclement Vidor's Rage no Charms appeafe 5 
Not 'fcapes, by Nature fbrm'd to pleafe. 
Lygdus^ as vain, on holy Wreaths prefum'd. 
As Molus with Flow*r of Beauty bloom'd. 
Various the Shots, yet in one Ruin join, 
Zmus his Mouth, and Lygdus mourns his Groin i 
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Whae fpringing Molus^ with filent Dread, 
His fhowy Front difcolour'd fees with red. 
Eubaa gave to the firft Warrior Birth, 
Eubaaj founded on a (loping Earth. 
The fecond from well-peopled Ti/^fe came, 
Where Milk-white Doves beftow an endlefiFame. 
The third, again on the green f^r/^;iMead 
Shall ne'er the Chorus of the Dancers lead. 

Thus he for Sport his Bow- not idly bends. 
But fure Deflrufiion on each Dart attends. 
Whizzing it cuts the Air, and fcarcelygonc. 
Is by another urg'd more fwiftly on. 
To fpread fiich Defolation might demand 
A Legion's Labour, not a fingleHand. 
Now forwards he the winged Death direfe. 
Then glancing fideways, oblique Aim affcfls. 
Sometimes, dillembling Fear, he feems to flie, 
But fliooting backwards, the Purfuers die. 
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l^hcTiebans now witJivn^thfiJ Wo^^ j^Iow'd, 
And Vengeance on the ^oung Pcflxoyer vow'd. 
jtmpbion firfl; to fmother'd pjigc gave vent, 
Deriv'd from Jiyvfj ^d vainly Infolent : 
Nor (aw, what foture ,Caufcs be Ihpuld yield 
With Blood to fttxen tj^jc Dirceati Field. 

How long ftiall wc thy Fatp fjjfpen4c4 fecep. 
Nor give thy Parents Privilege to weep ? 
From oxxx Neglcft, fon4 Boy, prpud Fancies ri<e. 
Swell in thy Bfcal):, ap4 fjwkl? in thy Eyes, 
While each difdains to jpeet th' imequal Fpe, 
By Meannefs fafc, and defpicably loy/. 
Home to Arcadia\ ihady Gpv^s rstreat, 
And in mock-fight thy raw pc^mpjjpion? beat. 
Here let griip Afe-j cp]oy the To;l$ of War, 
In dufly Triutpph roul ^lis Irpn Car. 
Go, \yith Rufh-lancps blopdleis Congupft gain^^ 
And drive ,th' unbearded Squadron o'ci'the Pkin. 



But 
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But if vain Gxcatnefs be thy tbad Dcfire, 
Amidft a Throng of Heroes to expire, 
Thou of thy haughty Wiflx .flialt be pdileft, 
A mmhf Asm ihatl hiU the C2hild to feft. 

Swift jftdhtmor's Son no more codld 
But ftop- d jh^bkft in his ^ud Career, 
And cry'd^ The(e Arnft, ldi^-prddis*dy Teitiploy}- 
'Tis not the giddy Onfet of a Boy: 
And yet what Boy, but fdcms i Match dcCgp'd 
For your weak Race, . the Drejgs of Human-kind ? 
The vaft Diftin&ion is not uxKlerfhxxl 
Betweeii the SHebamj iand jfrckdian Blood. 
My Mother, never, ^th a drunken Throng, 
To Jolly Bacchus fqiiawl'd the Nightly Song. 
Crown'd ^idx uhcomely ' Wreath^ ne'er led the 
Dani:e, 

Nor, curPd with Ivy, ihook th' inglorious Lance: 

My In&nt Age with Exercifb began. 

Toil ftrung my Nerves, and early fhow'd the Man. 

T 4 Naked 
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Naked I us*d to ftem the foamy Tyde, 
Or on the polifh'd Mirror fmoothly glide: 
Rcjoyc'd the uwny Tiger to out-brave^ 
And walk, untrembling, thro* the dreary Cave. 
But why need I my hardy Deeds proclaim, 
Adts, wprthy Heroes, raife my Mother's Fame. 
She whirls the Spear, or fhoots the flying Prey, 
While your enervate Sires on Timbrds play. 

Thefe Taunts Jmpbion did too far provoke. 
Impetuous he prepared a deadly Stroke : 
But, darting fudden from the blazing Sword, 
The Courfer with himfelf preferv'd his Lord. 
The Weapon flaunting fell; the harmlefs Blow 
Balk'd the malicious Pleafure of the Foe. 
Yet not difcourag'd from his cruel Thought, 
With double Fury he th' Arcadian fought > 
When fierce Btana^ now no more conceal'd. 
Shone to his Eyes, at her full length reveal'd. 
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M^nalianDorceuSy by fbift Fricndfliip ty*d, - r - 
Was wont to cbfe the teadcr Warrior's fide: . 
Him jftalanta charged with all her Fears, 
Impower'd to check the Youth's impetuous Ycus: 
An anxious Government : the Goddels took 
His Air and Figure, and her own foribok. 

Enough, ihe cry*d, thy ProwefsT^^fci hasiclt^ 
Let the foft Mother the ftern Hero melt: 
For her vouch&fe to live ; new Toils fbibear. 
And reft thy Guardian Gods awhile from Care. 

Then he: Ah! let me but, my FriqAd^ acquire 
One other Lawrelj I no more defire. ^ - 
The Fall of this Ufurper is decreed, 
Who proudly apes with his, my Motley'd Steed: 
Who fcems in Purple Furniture to' vie. 
And dares to brandiih Rival Arms on higfa.^ 
A Prefcnt to my Mother 1*11 bcftow. 
His gilded Quiver, and his founding Bow. 
■ A His 
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His Courfer fhtll for my own TJic reamti^ 
His Robes be dfier'd in Dial's Faoc. 

She lift -ning, heard s tho* gnev'd, yot/(tititIy iiml'^ 
At the (bnd, {^fing Prtftle of iJie -Qbiki. 

Itchanc'd, that A/^r^obferv*d the doubtful Fray, 
Whik, iecrct^ in a rofie Baw'r he lay,^ 
Where Beauty's Qoem, profufe of bea^'flfyCfaArnH^ 
The ponquVing God held Captive m her Aims. 
Amid the PlcaAires of a fweet Eonbmr, 
She talk'd of Cadmus^ and Harmoma^s Race. 
In thofe fofc Minutes chofc her Grief to figh, 
When lie could nothing, fhe could askj deny. 

Then thus begun : Sec, mighty Warrior, fee ! 
The bold Atchievements of Virginity I 
Not with the fhock of charging Hofts difmay'd, , 
In the mid Battel glows the Martial Maid. 



She 
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She fports ijj JVIifchicf> ^jouj^tcoufly etic]m^4j 
Our Race fall ViS:iais %<> her Miad- 
Are thcj^i youx Virtues interchanged of late? 
• Muft fhe frouj bloody Field? xefiuru m SWC;, . 
While you inglorious o*er the dewy Lawn 
Chafe the fwift §ta^ or pierce th.c xxmbUug F a^wn ? 

To her Compla|B?$ » Wnmg JBar he km i 
Then ftrcight from Heav'n dovm fuib'd tb' Anoi*^ 
Anger alope attended op his CrTi • 
Her Sifter Furies Jaboijr'd ix) the W^, ,< 
Thro' thiclccft Troops l^c tp Dia^ broke, 
And in $l furly To^iej up|)crjipus, Ipoke. 

My Father gives not thee to fw^iy tlic F^t^ . , 
Timely repFCj fti^d S^ifety feck, by Fl^^^ • ; 

Or elfp th^s Arm cisiff gh^ftlicr Terror iptcad, 
Than P^IMsy, ai^?d by her Gorgon Head. 

What Courfe for Prudence fliall the Delian&ccr? 
Til? ^od of Battels, this way, ihakes his Spear. 
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There y^v^'s Commands, if difobey'd, deflroy. 
And hprc, th* approaching Ruin of the Boy, 
She blufh'd for Sonow, to be forc'd to yield. 
And in difdainful Murmurs left the Field. 

GrufF Man fiirvcy'd the thehan Army 'round, 
•Till from Orion fprung, he Dryai found : 
Gigantick Dryas^ prone to vengeful Ire, 
E'er fince the Scorpion bit his luftful Sire, 
Who by Diattd's Wrath received his Fate, 
Thence he puriues her Friends with reftlefe Hate- 
None of Arcadian Growth he glad would (pare. 
And thins the Ranks, and leaves the Monarch bare. 
They, who on cold Cyllene us'd to dwell, 
Or on Tegean Hills, promifcuous fell. 
T\sL Mgyptian Succours, part, ignobly flie, 
And part maintain their Pofts, and greatly die. 
Still the young Leader thinks he can fucceed. 
With his weak Arm muft the huge Dry as bleed : 



Tho^ 
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Tho*much-fetigu'd, from Troop to Troop he roves, 
And without Reafon likes, or di&pprdves. 
Fate would not feize him by a quick Surpri(^ 
A thoufand direful Prefages arife, 
And gloomy Vapours overfpread his Mind, 
Forerunning Omens, when Death fialks behind. 
Now o'er his lefien'd Train his Eye he call. 
And the true Dorms there beheld at lafL 
He longs for Refl:, he finds his Strength decay. 
And fteal by fenfible degrees away. 
His Quiver, whofe rich weight gave bcfbr^ 
Gives greater now, exhaufted of its Store. 
No longer Dreams of Manhood feed his Joy, 
But to himfelf he, fighing, owns the BoyV 
A chilling Fear ran curdling thro' his Bloo^ 
WhenZ>;7^jrais'd his Shield, andthreat'ningttobd- 
As the Strymonian Swan, while from above 
Comes foufing down th' Imperial Bird of Jove^ 
Fain would inth' opening Bank its Body hidc^ 
And. claps its Pinions clofe on either fide« 



%96 TOE T I C A L 

So lie, dbrtfbundcd i^ith the bulky fight 
Of Dryasj trembled with no IcTs a Fright. 
Not Rage cnfu'd^ but fliott he drew his Brtath 
With Ihiv'ring Horrors, luch as wait on Dfcitli. 
Howe'ct to Trivia he begins to pray, 
All-pale he fhoots, and tn^es^ a fidnt EfTay. 
Then the tough Eugh he mdi^ ifitenfely prcft. 
The diftant Horns appfdach'd,afid touch'd his Breaff) 
When a btoad Spear, by his ftrbilg Foe apply"*d, 
Did his ftrctch'd Bow-ftring in the midft divide. 
The Nerve thiii broke, his Hands were ufelcfi growi^ 
And peaceful drop'd the fcather'J Ruin down. 
His Courier's Reins unchecked, his Arms aground, 
He raves impatient of the yawning Wound, 
Which his Right Shoulder iTiowM with griefly 
And foon a fecond did his Left deface. ^ ' 
A third untoward Blow with deadly force. 
Cut the hind Sinews of his bounding Horfe. 
Then Dryas dy'd, and what fecms ftrange to tell, 
Of Wounds unconfcious wonder'd why he fell. 

Long 
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Long fincc the fecret Author was too pki% 
A GodtJdi rardy loves to tlurat in vain,'^ 
But the thin remnant of a num'rous Storey 
ArcaHam on their Shields their Mafter bore. 
His iimpk Age has own Life fondly fcom*d, 
B!tit the nuim'd Couifer, as he fell, \» mourned. 
His loofei^'di Helm Jxis pakr Cheeks di%lay^ 
The Rofes wkher, and the LiUies £ule. 
Beauty by flow.degrcea, . tho' forc*d, retire^ 
And ev'ry Grace unwillingly expires- 
The fleeting Soul they.labour'd:to reflrain^ 
Thrice pluck!dliis. Hah^ thrice ilretch^d hw Neclr 
in vain.. 

For the fwcet Youth cv*n fbebans- Tears bl^itow-dn 
While purple Stieams from his fair Bofom flow^d» 

Into thefe Words at length he faintly broke. 
With ifluing Sobs long fljuggUng e'er he fpoike> 

Dorctusy my Diffolution now draws pear, : / 
Do thou my Mother's drooping S^vivu c\vt«. 
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Already (if I prefage aright) 
In Dreams, or Omens, has beheld this ^ight.^, • > 
Be artful, pioufly fufpend her Grief, ^ ; i1 
Not tell her fudden, that you loft your ChioLaf 
Mind, that her Hands no fatal Weapon bear^i 
When you, compeird to fpeak, the Truth dedtaii' 
Then (ay, he, dying, bad me thus relate, ' \ ; :>i 
Alas! my Mother, I deferv'd my Fate. : . 
Pcrvcrfe I liflrn'd to the War's Ahrms, ' A 
Nor could thy Tears prevent the Choice of Anol 
In the hot fight I fought not thy Repole, 
But rulh'd amidft the thickeft of the Foes. 
Live then, the Source of all thy Care is gone, 
And in th' offending Boy forget the Son. 
No morc from fteep Lychis wilt^.thou fpy 
Vaft Clouds of Duft rife curling to the Sky, 
Nor hear the Ihoutsof my pleas'd Sylvan Train j 
Freezing I lie on the cold 'Theban Plain : 
Thy Abfence kind officious Aid denies 
To catch my latcft Breath, and clofe my Eyes. 

Ye 
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Yet take, dear Parent, take this length of Hair^ : 
For the whole Body this fmall Portion bear. 
Then ftretching* out his Hand, he raised his Head, 
Thefe Locks thou daily lov'dft to Comb, he laid, 
My Frowardneis defpis'd, wouldft ftiU adorn, 
Thefe thou in folenm Obfequies may^ft mourn. 
But oh! beware, that none by ftri& Command, 
Blunt my keen Darts with an unpraftis*d Hand, 
Or with my Dogs again the Woods furround, 
Or dare to injufe the lead favorite Hound. 
To Flames thislQcklels Armour I refign. 
Or hang it at th' ttngfatcfiil Trivia^s Shrine. 



U 



In 
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In Amorem Tami & ifidis. 

NTmpha life liquidos Agr^s dum lata pererrat^ 
Incaluit nkidUa Tamus amore Dea. 
Serpit jimans tacitus^ fimofdquelfracbia drcum 

Funditj Mterno F^re jtmgit aquas. 
Nunc Tarrens idem, Limes datur uttus utrique^ 

Nec doluere Vices Ille, Ilia fuists. 
Tatnus ama;^ quicquid fua dulcis amaverat Ids 5 
Et quod Tamus amat, Tamus Ifis amam. 
Jam nuUam agnofcas Tami, mJlam Ifidis undam 5 
Commme Imferium Tamifis Ufms hdht. 




Imitated 



Imitated -r—Axmo i/cS; 



W 



H I L E - thra! the Flow'ry Meads glad I/rs 
Enamour'd Tatne purlu'd the lovely Maid : 
With filent Hafte to her Embraces flies> . 
And on her Bd{bm finks in eiidlefs Bliis^ 
Now both lb one, one fruitful Bed ftill bears. 
Alike the happy Cliaftge is JSs ind Hers. 

what his charming.^ l^^nes,;. enjoys ^ 
What's "fatness delight, alike is Hers and HiSi 
So One, fo happy in their UNION grown ! 
Likei?r//^/«*s felf, in Barnes the f re naw but Onei 



MoT' 



Martial. Litx lo: Ep^ 47^ 

I Mir J TED. 

T' Enjoy your Life in Happinds, 
My Friend, the Ways andMcansarcthefc* 
Dcfcended Wealth, a fruitful Farm, 
An Houfe by Scite and Strufture warm : 
Still void of Strife. Your Drefs ftill plain 5 
But unafFeded, neat and clean. 
Alike at Peace in Head and He^rt, 
And vigorous Health in ev'ry Part. 
Truth without Craft, a Friend, or two, 
Jutt fuch, and only fuch, as you. 



A Table with cheap Plenty fprcad j 

Still fober Nights, yet free from Cares^ 
A Bed, that Ltifi: iios^Sbrr0w iharosi 
Where pleafing daily Labours give 

FroMm ^sm^'M% ' -^^ 

But as you afi cikt^^^e. ^ . ^ » 

And thus while all your 

Nor Fears, nor l^fies for your i 




I. 
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PHIL LIS tljc Young, the Fair, the-Gay ! 
The Youth th^t would fpoU ye j 
Gives you at once the Blom oi May^ 
And Tipcr- Blujb of July. < ' 

V ' ' . . . ' ■ »• 

Whilft thus the Toothing Rogue prepares 

His Pbillis for his Pleafures. 
Learn, Fair one, benc€ t'elc^pe his Snares^ 
And fave your fairei| Treafiwres. 

The Bkjfms by too hot a Taint 

Soon droop, and fall negleftedi 
And Fruit that has a Maggot in'ty 
^ However Fair's rfjeded. 



A 
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A 

CONTEMPLATION 

ON 

;v 1 G n T. 

By Mr. G r. 

WHethcr amidft the Gloom of Nightlftray, 
Or my glad Eyes enjoy revolving Day, 
Still Nature's various Face informs my Scnfe, 
Of an all-wife, all-pow^ful PrQvidence. ' 

When the gay Sun diffolves the breaking Night, 
And paints the diftant Eaftern Hills with Light, 
Colour returns, the Plains their Liv'ry w^ar. 
And a bright Verdure cloaths the fmiling Yearj 
The blooming Flow'rs with opening Beauties glow, 
And grazing Flocks their milky Fleeces fliow, 

y 4 "xv^ 
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The barren Clifts with chalky Fronts arift,/ . . : 
And a pure Azure arches p*er the Skies. 
But when the gloomy Jleign of Night fctutos^ ; 
Stript of her fading Pride ^11 Nature mourns^ 
The Trees no more their wonted Verdure boafl^ 
But weep in dewy Tears their Beauty loflr^ 
No diftant Landskips draw our curious Eyes, 
Wrapt in Night's Robe the whole Creation Kes. 
Yet ftill, ev'n Now, whileDarkneis cloaths theLaiKl^; 
W9 view the Traces of th' Alpji^hty Hapol j 
Millions of Stars in Heav'ns wi(^e Vault appear^ - / 
And with new Glories hang ^e boundlcfi SpJ^^: 
The Silver Moon her Weftern Coi^ch forfa^es. 
And o'er the Skies her nightly Circle makes. 
Her folid Globe beats back the funny Rays, 
And to the World her borrowed Light repays. 

Whether thofe Stars that twinkling Luftre fepd^ 
Arc Suns^ and jQlJiog Wp^Ws thofc^Suns attei)d, . 



Man 



Man j^tgopjje&jr^^ 6e-^i»-a«iclimi 

Who bi^^is f^fS!^ J^fiSii l«l5<^iag^^^^ 
Can ax his fTord bid numerous Worlds apjiear^ 
x^'Wp^ tljVAU-pw'rfi^l^^(hiai)iear^* 

All humfu^ ^fi^^F P^^P^ii^ 

Unbends at)4 fiifteii^ its iQarfSf 

With ^tjgfip wfafiedjEfind faisStr^p^h renews, 

tp thjf W?$ef» M¥» Sup d«ff«wJs, 
To other f r^fijft pajf i^f \eftds» 
Thfijjjinrcsyiing |)%vyi5i,thc watclx^; gfe^pbenJ %icj, 
The wal^l^ Flpc^ frooi th«>if ^4np. Fol4l^ ariie, 
Refrefh'd, the Peafant fecks his early Toil, 
And bids the Plough correft the fallow Soil. 
While we in Sleep's Embraces wafte the Nightj 
The Climes oppos'd enjoy Meridian Li^ht} ' ' ' 



And 
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And when their Clime the bufie Sun foHakcs, 
With us again the rofie Morning wakes j 
Eaeh fleeps in healthful Eafe dull Night away, 
And neither Clime laments his abfent Ray. 

When the pure Soul is from the Body flown, 
No more fhall Night's alternate Reign be known: 
To bleft Abodes fhe (wiftly flioots away. 
And in thoie Regions drinks Eternal Day^ 
The Sun no more fhall rolling Light beftow. 
But from th' Almighty Streams of Glory flow. 
Oh, may fome nobler Thought my Soul employ, 
Than empty, tranfient, fublunary Joy! - 
The Stars fhall drop, the Sun fhall lolc his Flame, 
But thou, O God, for ever fhine the Same. 



A 

H Y M N 

TO 

F £ N a s, 

FROM THE 

Greek oi S A P H 0. 

IMmorxsX FenuSj to whole Name 
Millions of Altars daily flame ^ 
Daughter of Jove^ whofe flatfring Art 
Knows well to wound a Wretch's Heart j 
Sapbo to you dire6b her Prayers : 
Afflid not thus my Soul with Cares j 
But ah ! e;^pel this raging Pain, 
Nor njy Wiflics prove in vain. 

II. If 



'Twas then thefe joyful Words you faid, 
Why docs my Sapho JSttk ssry^ AH ? 
If Love diftrefs'd has caused your Pain^ 
YciiihdLtiot fiieta me^inwin^^ - ^ ^ 
*rhe Youth whofe Graces you admire^ 
Shall bum agWbwilhHeq^al Fbrei 
]>oom'd, tho* he now jrour Pa0ion flie% 
A pqje^ V.i^ to^younJEjfps^.. 

O^f^^i,^ w?tb, propiti^ ■ 

The Tonnents of uncertain Love, 
From my foft bleeding Hesirt. removes ^ 
Ah ! with ycmr own refifHeit Fire, 
Your dyiqg Votary infpjtt^^ 
Do thou, bright jppd4eis, grant $uccci% 
My Nttm|)cp flla^ t^^^ coufcls. 
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Part of the 

Fmth Book 4 L U C A N. 

By Mt. TICkELL 

Csfar, ( having rejbkued to give Battel io 
Petreius and Afranias, Pompey^j* Lieute- 
nants in Spain ) encamped near the Enemy 
in the fame Field. The Behaviour of their 
Soldiersy at their feeing and knowing one 
another J is the Subject of the fiAkwing 
Verfes. 

THEIR ancient Friends, ' as now they nearer . 
drew. 

Prepared for Fight the wbnd'ring Soldier^ knew j 
Brother with Brother in urinat'ral Strife, 
And the Son arm'd againft the Father's Life : ' • 
Curft Civil War ! then Confcience firft was felt. 
And the tough Veteran's Heart began to melt. 

Fix'd 
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x'd in dumb Sorrow all at once they ftand, 
hen wave (a Pledge of Peace) the guiltlefsHand; 
)r Vent Ten tliouCuid ftrugglingPaffions move, 
he Stings of Nature, and the Pangs of Love. 
1 Order broken, wide their Anns they throw, 
id run, with Tranfport, to the longing Foe : 
ere their long-loft Acquaintance Neighbours 
claim^ 

here an old Friend recalls his Comrade's Name, 
ouths, . who in Arts beneath one Tutor grew, 
am^ rent in twain, and Kindred Hofts they viqw* 

Tears wet their impious Arms, ,a fond Relief, 
nd Kiffes, broke by Sobs,! the Words of Griefs 
*hough yet no Blood was fpilt, each anxious Mind 
l^ith Horror thinks on what his Rage defign'd. 
h! generous Youths, why thus, with fruitlefe 

►eat ye thofe Breafts ? why gufh thofc Eyes in 
vain? 



/ ■■ ^ gifertP?^ — - • 
Bids HtftKe-'StJitiaaras Wove?' rdtUre th;^ Fi^&i' 
A Son and Father, when they're Private'Mw. - 

Whole Laws the jarring Elements controul, 
And4b<y«-^^t!biTO'tlbfi^fi^bflfT^ie'^^ 
So«l^-th<PW<tfia'! M'Lbvfeli Elfenwl Spmgf 
TfciS^|jK*f «Mif j - tfr^'Aidj falir GiadeiVbrii^:' 
Thi»4uBiqrlftBri'e'«r ag^Vat^d Crimes" 
Htti^'Gt^e^bd^Gtiil^'ai^doiiB^ ibin Wet'lfdles" 
No Veil henceforth for Sin, for Pardon^nonc) 
They 1uib# thfeii" Duty V now'W^ir FiSend^ ajt" 
known. 



M lif Qj^A £t4M ^f^' ios 

Neir Cnwrn^ hy Love thi* Nieht M/ 

Such is the Will of Fate, and fuch the Iw«iDcA 

*Vfmf^^ Fr<9ift.*icl»iF Caflap^ijQW voidof 
. The. Soldiers mingling chearful Feaib prepare : 
On .the Jp^^S^d (he iriendly Bowls were crown'd, 
Mi^Mi^ Jkumstg F9}'d 1^00 the Qrpund : 
Arpttf^hthe Fk^ they talk^ pne ihows his Sears, 
One t^.:9iJmCksfiicc firft led him to the Wars > 
Thfijf^Stqp^ o'er rf^ te^iow Night prevail, . 
And the mute Circle liftens to the T;a}e» 
They oyft.i;^iey Fp\#t,butfwear.tJ»ejrjic'frcowJd 

......... 

ti[)6ij-. Qui}t,,9nd Uy the hime oo Fma 
TMff.feow ;^|v(Ep,^jo jaakc tlwsiR gjiiltier ^pw, 
A ihort-liv'd Blefling, but to he^htt» Woe. 



Whea 
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r- When to Pttreius firft the News wsb told, - 
The jealous General thought his Legions fold. 
Swift, with the Guards, his Head^fbong Fury 
drew. 

From out his Camp he drives the HoftileCreWs 
vCuts clafping Friends aiiinder With his Sword,^ 
And ftains with Blood each hofpitable Board. 

(Tame! 

Then thus his Wrath breaks out. « Ob ! loft to 
« Oh ! falfe to Pompey, and thie Rman Name! 

Can ye oot conquer, ye degenerate Bands? 
« Oh ! Die at leaft } 'tis aQ that Rmt demands. 

What? will ye own, while ye can wacjd 4* 
Swordi 

« A Rebd Standard, and Ufurping Lord? . 
i ** Shall he be fu'd to take you into Place , . . 
i * Amongft his Slaves, and grant you eqiad Gmcc? i 
'*« What ? fliall my Life be begg'd ? In^ois ; 
Thought! v " ' 

" And Life abb^rr'd, oa fuchConditioos bought! 
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^-^ dPhe Toili, we bear, my jFriend$i *S; cbbt-fefrdLifej 
Too meaii a Pri25e in fufch a dreadfeU Strife s * 
But Peace would lead to Servitude and Shame, 
A fair Amuferiient, and ^ Ipecious Nati9^. . 
f^' Never had Man expbr'd the Iron Ow, - 
" Marked out the Trench, or rai«-d the lofty>T!QrWV, 
" Ne'er had the Steed itiHarnels fought the Pfein, 

.Or Fleets encounter'd on th* unftable Mains 
^ Were Life, were Breath, with Fame to be 
compared, 

Or Peace to glorious Liberty preferred, 
" By guilty Oaths the hoftile Army bound, 
Hold3 faft its impious Faith, and ftands its Ground j 
Are you perfidious, who Efpoufe the Laws, 
And Tiuytors only in a Righteous Caule? 
^ Oh Shame ! in vain through Nations far a&d wide, 
« Thou call'ft the crowding Monarchs to thy Side, 

FaiPn Pomp9y! while thy Legions here betray 
" Thy cheap-bought Life, and tceat thy Fame 
--away. . ■ • , .... ,„:.^ 
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He ended fiote. The Soldier's Riigje fetarns^ 
His Blood fliet upward, and his Bofom tuim. 

So) hap'ly tun*d, the Tiger bean his Bobds^ 
Lefi grimly growls^and licks his Keeper's HiAdsi 
Bat if by chance he taftes forbidden Ctoie, 
He yells amain, ud makes his Dungeon roar/ '"^^ 
He glares, he foams, he aims a defperate Bound, 
And his pale Mafter flies the dangerous Ground. 

[aright 

Now Deeds arc done, "whicK Main might charge 
On ftubborn Fate, or undifcerning Night, 
I Had not their Guilt the lawlefe Soldiers known. 
And made the whole Malignity their own. 
The Beds, the plenteous Tables float with Gore, 
And Breads arc ftabbM, that were embi^'d before : 
Pity awhile their Hands from Slaughter kept. 
Inward they groan'd, and, as they drew, they wept, 
But every Blow their wavering Rage aflluTS, 
In Murder hardens, and to Blood inures. 

Crowds 



Crowds chaige on Crow4S) nor Friends their Friends 
defcry, 

But Sires by ^ons^ and Sgns by Fathers 
Black) monfbous Rage ! each^ with vi&orious Cries^ 
Dr^ his flain Friend befpre the General's Eyes, 
Exuits in Guilt, that throws the only Shame 
On Pm(ef% Caufe, and blots t^e Itsmn T^mfi* 




. . I . t .. . . • . • , 
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Written tn the Year, itfof. 

THE Days of Man are doom'd to Pain and Strife^^' 
Quiet and Eafe are Foreign to our Life j ' 
No Satisfafl:ion is, below, fincere, ' 
Pleafute it felf has fomething that's T^^r^ / ' ^ ^ 
Bi«rlong the fiekle, xteiy^d BritifblM ' ^ ^ ' 
Its Sorrows did with flattering Joys beguile; 



To wild Excds their Frantick Humours flic. 

While WILLIAM" % flowingFormnes buoy 'em high : 

But ^ chitt Damp, and Faintnefs feize on all, 

By Dread MARIjfs Umverfal Fall: 

Their wonted Luxury all Orders leave, 

With Joynt-confent to be their Selves, and Gr/Vi;^. 

Frcfl^ diftant Homes the Pitying Nations come, 
A Mgurmng World attends her to the Tomb : 
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The Poor," Her Firft and Decpeft Mourners are, 
Firft in Her Thoughts^ and Earlieft in Her Care j 
AU Hand in Hand with common Friendly Woe, 
In Poverty, our Native State, they go : 
Some whom undable Errors did engage. 
By X-yxury in Youth, to Need in Age : 
Some who had Virgin Vows for Wedlock brokcy 
And where, they Help expefted, found a Toke j 
Others who in their Want, feci double Weight ^ 
From the Remembrance of a Plenteeus State y 
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There Mothefs -Wilk, -Vrho oft a^d^iiffeSg; lotid^' 
Pierc'd ^th tlieif Ififants ^Heiiag So^ ^ f'tiedt 
Then W4 Dsg^ran, twth riittat^filMg fiyfei ^ '''' 
To ftab their Bdfertisi iaid ttjf hxtfh djdr ^Srifc'r 
But in the thtrtight tlKy ftbpp^di ^rLot?Kt!tey • 
ThrtwdowtitfteStefel, atid tJfW/^ forbbiifcr A^^' 
The Innocents their Parent's Ldvc/flr|w;^, 
Smile at thtir F*te, hOr kti&vf tfcd^ Hit tftih^* ? . 
Thefe niodeli ' Waht^ had rt6^Bf btdH ttoderifottdj 
But by MufRIufs iOuminl lb bt gCdd j ' 
None on their Statfc fiOW call: a fttyittg Eye, 
Heat their CbtoplaifltiS, W ^ill ttdif" WaHt fdppiy> " 
They move as they weiiC, (lb deet>*Slfhfcif Wc^an)' 
Not only to HcfOrave, but lb their owfi ; 
That were ReKef, but coming Days thty -riiQUnij ' 
Opprcfe'd with LiFe^ zni jearfut xo reUrn. ' ^ 

With jDr^tfrf Concern, the J^'zy//^/ Senate cathej 
irheir Griefs iis all their Paflions, is the fame. : 



^n#iiext AfliHftMy di%«tes obf Fam^ 
the j'/k^f/jK 3A«fi)m^ Thtong of Jnitf/tl^i 
There, is each Member skill'd, and able knovn 

^* adon^- or t<i' (teftml theii- tittdve Ifki 
■bi* JaniagKei^ibMit- States to ttooadki 
But moft from Of«iMftf% IVsfft mt Souls vn cheu» 
And HeeAtombs txpiedt f6f efety T«cr ; 
For jEQ-chtf Foe ttttrffi VtfigwiMse ftoty 
When JitteitA fi^<, and the Brav<: ^^mmsi/^ 
To one thtth- tteiyChmfter may 611, - j-^^j 
Smmrti ^*act:6flipii<hOTbngue which (|>eaks 'em 
Tliat rm^i&»!^^ki]rtuiskiU*d in naught, 
With <all l^e Am of Learned AlOembSes fraught ^ 
Ready his Wit, hiS'Languagc Free and jP««, 
HisJ6dgmcflt Opick and Sudden, yet mture; 
He can theif diffirrent I*ov;rers at once difpenfe, 
So i\sSic^'hh.6tttrti*6. to fpeak their Seitfe: 
But novr dufnb Sorrow reprcfents *en[n. more, • 
Than e'er his Powerful Eloquence before, 



3M TO ETIC AX, 

Though when his Lips with thdrknown Sweetoeis 
The ^*r«*/ a$ fUent, as himfelf is now. ^Aow, 

Now all are Paft, yon* Wond*rou8 Man appearsi 
We yield to GayDiftrefs and comely Tcaps: 
rtUars ! A Name dcfign'd by Natun? Chief, 
T* invite to J^y or reconcile^ to Gfief. . 
The Grofs of Mep were to courie Ufe« Bor^ • 
But Heav'n made them Creation to 0^j!0f7f^ . 
With mi^c'd difturb'd DcUght by all is fcen^ ^ ■ 
His Moving Manner, and his Speaking Mien ^ 
Rage, Pity, and Difdain at. once we trace, 
In the difiraEled Beauties "of his Face 5 
We mcafure his each Step, each Motion lean, 
The Grief of Woman ! but the Strength of Man ! 
'1 o fuch an Height his fwoln Affli£tions grow, 
I V infpircs the Steed he leads with Human Woe 5 
The G>«(?r^«iBeaft looks back to*s Purple Side, 
^nd now laments^ what was before his Pride : 



